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The San Francisco Print Collective is a loosely organized group of silkscreen 
artists from the Mission Cultural Center. We print and post artwork aimed at Ope ecial Vi rt and Poet y ‘Issue 


creating awareness about issues at the heart of our community. We don’t 
believe we can change the housing crisis by pasting art on walls; we know only This i issue of Str eet Spirit showcases the work of artists and 


that our posters are disturbing, demanding, informative, and memorable. We poets who have creatively engaged the issues of homelessness 
are more than 20 artists and growing — as young as 18 and as old as 64, of and social justice. See more art from the S.F. Print Collective i in 


varying reputation, color, and social background. We support the Mission Anti- Artists ; 
F displacement Coalition (MAC) in its efforts to organize local residents to fight full color on pages 10, il, and 20. An artistic protest by 


against displacement. Join us. Contact: sfprintcollective@yahoo.com Against Homeless Deaths is displayed on page two. And an 


All att on the front page (and inside this issue on pages 10, 11, and 20) was impassioned poetry secti on begins on page ox - o | 
created by the San Francisco Print Collective. 


‘° STREET SPIRIT 


“February 2001 


Artists Deliver a Prophetic Warning in the Dark of Night 


Where do people go after becoming homeless? Some end up as silhouettes pasted on a wall. 
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by Chance Martin 


ead people. Dead homeless 
people. On December 21st, the 
longest night of the year, peo- 
ple across the country gathered 
to remember the men, women and chil- 
dren who died homeless this year. In San 
Francisco, people held an interfaith 
memorial service in front of City Hall, 
where they held.up candles. and read the 


names of the lost.. The Rev. Glenda ie ue 
has organized these solemn occasions. ;, 


weyers atorte 


every Year? 4 tite for people to sdther and 
reflect on our friends and neighbors who 
have died on the streets because of our 
nation’s refusal to make a basic commit- 
ment to house all of its citizens. 

Last year, there were 169 names of 
people who had died on the streets known 
to us by the time the memorial was held 
on December 21, 1999. By the time the 
year 2000 rolled in, the list had already 
grown to 183. Happy new. year, eh? 

San Francisco is unique among cities , 
in the United States because our medical — 
examiner’s database actually has a field to 
mark whether the decedents were home- 
less when they died. Then all that remains 
to determine the final number is to review 
all the year’s MLE. reports and some con- 
siderable footwork to actually verify if 
those with questionable housing status fit 
the criteria. After the data is collected, an 
annual report is prepared in conjunction 
with San Francisco’s Department of 
Public Health, which is read into the 
record of the S.F. Health Commission. 

This researching reporting was all the 
result of years of pressure from the 
Coalition on Homelessness. I guess you 
might ask yourself why in the hell anyone 
would want to immerse themselves in 
such grisly research during the holiday 
season. We have a little joke about that 
around here: Dead People Don’t Lie. 

The S.F. Department of Public Health’s 
end of the report is providing an epidemio- 
logical breakdown of all those homeless 
deaths. That information is very valuable in 
our efforts to organize campaigns to com- 
bat the causes of preventable deaths. It’s 

not a pretty treasure. It reveals those areas 
where our safety net’s unraveling cost 
some people their lives. 

The basic premise is that if we can suc- 
cessfully advocate services and programs 
number of homeless 
“quality of 
of our-homeless pop- 


that would reduce the 1 
deaths here, we will r- 


aise the 
life” for the maiontyv 
hil Of tli Majority 
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At San Francisco City Hall, mourners lit candles in memory A mother and child walk b 
of the homeless people oo qed on. ony streets last Mia 
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After artists finished blanketing the city, Preventable Deaths #56 and #156 seemed to haunt San Francisco’s streets like ghosts. 


ulation. We haven’t been as successful in 
that area — the number of homeless 
deaths in San Francisco continues to spi- 
ral ever higher in the utter indifference of 
a managed-care public health paradigm. 

A couple of sad facts: 

+ The life expectancy of a homeless per- 
son is 30 years less than the U.S. average. 

¢ Substance use is the major cause of 
death among homeless people here. 
Heroin is a factor in over half of those 
deaths the medical examiner terms “acci- 
dental poisoning,” and chronic alcoholism 
is a major contributor to many other pre- 
mature deaths from other causes. 

I’m the lucky guy who gets to do the 
“advocacy” portion of San Francisco’s 
homeless deaths report. I inherited this 
happy task from a friend of mine who cur- 
rently resides beneath a bridge struggling 
with our public health system to get a 
replacement for a necrotic hip joint. This 
is a man who has done an indispensable 
job of researching and reporting on the 
city’s homeless death toll for years now. 

How does our city repay this dedica- 
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tion? A couple of weeks ago, a couple of 
nice young men from the CalTrans detail 
assigned to clear homeless campsites 
drove him from his lair by slinging rocks 
and bottles at him. He had to slide down 
the hillside to escape, on a hip his doctor 
has advised him should walk no more 
than two blocks. Today he told me he 
can’t climb up to his camp anymore with- 
out blurred vision from tears of pain. 

I hope he manages to live this winter 
out. I really do. 

In a perfect world, nobody should ever 
be pressed into this god-awful role of 
chronicling the ongoing decay of human 
compassion, but in a perfect, world the 
only people who lived and. died outside 
would be acting. from choice. Okay, 
enough of this morbidity. I didn’t enlist in 
the war on poverty — I got drafted. 

This year, thanks to a group called 
Artists Against Homeless Deaths, we did 
something new to speak out against the 
premature deaths of too many. We har- 
nessed the energy of artists and activists to 
bring the grim truth of these preventable 
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y posters pasted on Larkin Street showing Preventable Deaths: #175 and #156. 
oo were pasted all across San Francisco to raise public awareness. -about the homeless aloatts tolk. 
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deaths into the public eye as never before. 

Armed only with wheatpaste and posters 
that starkly depicted Preventable Deaths #1 
through #183, artists spread out across San 
Francisco neighborhoods, breaking the 
silence that shrouds the shamefully high 
numbers of homeless deaths in this affluent q 
city. Life-size silhouettes were posted on . 
walls, boarded-up buildings, and vacant lots 
where people had died on the streets — a 
prophetic warning of the lethal outcome of 
growing poverty rates. 


Designed by San Francisco artist He 
Malcolm McClay, the posters resemble the jec 
outlines that police draw on the ground to of: 

_, dpark, where a dead body has been found. Aes 
McClay said, “I sincerely hope that what nat 
we did will be a step, however small, to up 
reducing the numbers of homeless deaths the 
and will eventually reduce the number of of 
homeless people on our streets. We all | 
know there is no good reason there should ‘ chs 
be anyone living on our streets.” : wre 

McClay paid tribute to the artists and wa 
ieee ee exp 


See Homeless Deaths in S.F. page three 


~ A S eSN Sr  eapame 


February 2001 


ue TREN SPIRIT 


3 


Santa Cruz Holds Memorial for 41 Homeless Deaths 


“The first reason we are gath- 
ered here is to read the names, 
so people are not forgotten, 
and so that we as a community 
can recognize the loss... The 
second reason is to raise 
awareness that this should 
stop, that people should not 


die without housing.” 


— Ken Cole, Homeless Services Center 
is 
by Becky Johnson 


wo employees of the Homeless 
Services Center (HSC) both 
homeless themselves, read the 
names of the dead to memorial- 
ize the passage of homeless people who 
had died in the past year in Santa Cruz. 
The list was prepared by the Homeless 
Persons Health Project as part of the 
National Coalition on Homelessness’s 
annual “Day of Remembrance,” held on 
December 21, 2000. Last year in Santa 
Cruz, 19 names were read. On this ee 
the number was 41. 
HSC Executive Director Ken Cole 


addressed the gathering of the homeless 
and the housed: by saying, “The first reason» 


we are gathered here is to read the names, 


-SO people are not forgotten, and so that we 


as a community can recognize the loss and 
SO we can personally process the loss.” 
Men in long, scruffy beards, and a 
woman in a wheelchair moved closer to 
listen above the drone of the nearby free- 
way traffic on this cold morning. Cole 
continued, “The second reason is to raise 


_ awareness that this should stop, that peo- 


_ ple should not die without housing, that 


- stop. We need housing; we need treat- 
ment. We need a lot of things to get peo- 
ple off of the streets. This memorial is 
being done around the country in many, 
many cities. This is our piece of it.” 
Unlike last year, the Homeless Persons 
Health Project (HPHP) made a coordinated 
effort to track homeless deaths with other 
social services agencies, as well as with the 
County Health Services Agency and the 
Public Adipnistrators: :, Office. Data was 


th 
ores is people per month. That in and “of itself isa 
lot. Most of them are men. Most of them 


Although the number of homeless people 
who died this year, 41, is over twice the 
number reported last year, it is commonly 
accepted that neither last year’s count nor 
this year’s count is definitive. 

Thirty-seven of the names were official- 
ly verified. Of these deaths, 34 were male 
and three were female. Six were between 


-21 years and 30 years of age. The largest 


group, 19, were between the ages of 41 and 
50. Only one person of the 41 who died was 
over 70 years of age. The major cause of 
death, acute overdose due to alcohol or 
drugs, claimed 11 lives. Eight people died 
from chronic substance use. However, can- 
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volunteers who painted posters and pasted 
them all over the city. He said, “The pro- 
ject was, of course, like all projects, a lot 
of work; but this time the rewards were 10 
times that of the work. I feel very fortu- 
nate to be surrounded by friends I can call 
up at a moment’s notice and ask to work 
their entire day off or stay up till all hours 
of the morning covered in paste.” 
Bradford Cat, an artist who came all 
the way from Los Angeles to take part, 
wrote of his involvement in the event: “It 
was an unbelievably heart-wrenching 
experience to travel around the city from 


by Alene Smith 


everyone’s lips was: “Why so many?” 


Including... 
HOUSING, HOUSING! Hello? 


cer, liver disease, HIV, and pneumonia all 
claimed lives. Three died of trauma. Two 
were Officially listed as suicides. 

Santa Cruz Mayor Tim Fitzmaurice, 
along with former mayor, Celia Scott, 


reflects the hyperactive housing market 
and that people are increasingly forced to 
sleep in their cars and camp out. There are 
just more people struggling with main- 
taining housing in this community.” 

Matt Nathanson of the HPHP, who had 


known many of the dead personally, said: Pi 
_“There’s 37 homeless. people who. died : 


aver ‘the last year’ and. that mean 


tend to be in the 30-50 year age range, 
which is young for people to die. Also, a 
large number of the deaths were related to 
overdose or long-term substance abuse 
which reminds me of the need for more 
substance abuse treatment facilities in the 
County of all types.” 

One death, on November 11, 2000, has 
been a rallying cry for activists. “Boxer” 
Billy Denson, a legless man in a wheel- 
chair, died of apparent hypothermia in a 
carport in the Beach Flats area of Santa 
Cruz. The winter shelter program at the 
National Guard Armory did not open until 


midnight till 5 in the morning, sometimes 
literally stepping over the bodies of these 
people whose plight we were trying to call 
attention to. On this night, as on every 
other night, 15,000 people are lying in the 
cold; without health care, without shelter, 
without so much as a fellow human being 
coming up and simply treating them with 
a modicum of dignity and respect, even 
stopping to say, “Hello. God bless you.’” 
San Francisco is awash in record levels 
of wealth and conspicuous consumption; 
yet, at the same moment, it is flooded with 
record numbers of homeless deaths. 
Pasting posters in public spaces where they 
cannot be ignored is a way of raising 
awareness about the connections between 


- Activist David Silva (left) and Ken Cole address the memorial service. 


foggy day in Santa Cruz added to the solemn serious- 
A= and tinge of sadness on this annual day of atten- 
tion to the socially pathological reality of fellow 
humans dying because they had no shelter. The question on 


Article 25.1 of the United Nations Universal Declaration of 
Human Rights declares: “Everyone has the right to a standard 
of living adequate for the health and well- -being of himself 
(herself) and of his (her) family, including food, clothing, 
housing and medical care and necessary social services.” 

. HOUSING? YES! HOUSING, HOUSING, 


It was bittersweet, halfway through the memorial ceremony 


honoring the 41 homeless people who died on the streets of 
Santa Cruz this past year, to see and feel the blessed sun shine 
through, warming our spirits a bit. A number of people at our 
Santa Cruz County day of mourning and remembering spoke 
eloquently, passionately, heartfully, to the issues surrounding 
this grim reality, and paid verbal homage to those they knew 
who had died on the streets last year. Ken Cole, director of the 
Homeless Services Center, facilitated the gathering and intro- 
duced the speakers. Several community leaders paid atten- 
dance in silent respect. at the event, which was held atthe 
Homeless Shelter and Community Center. 

Billy Godwin closed the ceremony honoring and remember- 
ing the needless deaths of too many homeless people in Santa 
Cruz County. Billy is homeless himself, yet struggles on with a 
loving spirit, extending friendship with his guitar and songs. 


November 15, four days after he died. 
Another death, Michael “Barefoot” 
Richards, occurred from a fall into a 
ravine in Twin Lakes Park. Barefoot had 
lived in the park for years, having built a 


ae ~ people-should not die in the undignified*» attended the ceremony; -but' did: not: ‘speak _wlittle shack in aremote area of the park} 


setting that they often«die ine It needs:to= «Wath the sound of. freeway. traffic. BSudx, <epntil the range 
backdrop, Cole spoke with members of — 


the press. He told them, “There are more 
deaths than last year. The death rate 


ed the Homeless Issues Task Force to rec- 


ommend a policy in which, if a person 


overdoses, and those present call 911 and 
stay with the victim until help arrives, they 


would not be prosecuted for IV drug use. 


The policy was summarily rejected by the 
City Council in June of 2000. According to 
Jan Tice, executive director of Janus, the 
only. drug treatment facility in Santa Cruz 


whith: accepts: indigent. homeless clients, 
bedapace:fo for one’ 


homeless person at atime. — 
Ken Cole closed the preincral service 
with a call to action, “There’s always the 


-message of compassion, tolerance, and 


more importantly, the message of action. 
We need to create housing. We need to 
create alcohol and drug treatment pro- 
grams. We need to get people in off the 
streets. Stop blaming them and get on 
with the business of getting them back 
into our community.” 


Call the Homeless Persons Health Project 
at (831) 454-2080. Call the Homeless Services 
Center at (831) 458-6025. Becky Johnson can 
be reached at Homeless United for Friendship 
& Freedom (831) 423-HUFF. 


extreme poverty and socially irresponsible 
wealth. Unscrupulous real-estate develop- 
ers and extortionist landlords who evict to 
raise rents are profiteering off human mis- 
ery. Where do people go after these evic- 
tions? Where do people go after becoming 
homeless? Some end up as silhouettes 
pasted on a wall. 

After 183 posters had been pasted up 
all over the city, McClay said: “What we 
are really talking about here is HOME- 
LESSCIDE! We condemn genocide in 
every country around the world but allow 
our Own citizens to die without protection 
in their own homeland. It’s a disgrace.” 

Chance Martin is editor of the Street Sheet 
published by the Coalition on Homelessness. 


Billy Godwin plays guitar at the gathering. 


In Memory of Those Outside Who Died This Year 


nd it and destroyed it... 
‘Heroin overdoses in Santa Cruz prompt- 


Albany Landfill 


Memorial 
ay Claire J. Baker 


i 


O 25itan 


I wish I ‘had experienced fe 
‘that glistening lift from helping... .. 
members of the homeless tribe 

who made a courageous stand 

on a spit of land by the sea. 

When their existence became 
workable, they weren’t allowed 

to stay, to forge quiet lives 

from day to day. Now, sculptures 
tall & stark, take their place. 
Better make a memorial visit 
before these.too are dismantled, 
hauled away. 
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U.S. Conference of Mayors Reports Big Increases 
In Hunger and Homelessness from Coast to Coast 


Even though the nation’s may- 


ors have documented serious 
increases in poverty, a San 
Diego activist charges that a 
careless undercount of the full 
extent of homelessness has 
understated the problem. 


by Forrest Curo 


udging from the U.S. Conference of 
Mayors annual report, hunger and 
homelessness increased dramatical- 
ly in US. cities this past year. How 
much did things worsen in the year 2000? 

The situation described is bad, but 
weaknesses in the survey’s procedures 
imply that the actual situation is far 
worse. Many major cities known to suffer 
from widespread homelessness — includ- 
ing New York, San Francisco, Oakland, 
Atlanta, and Washington, D.C. — did not 
even participate in the survey. 

In the 25 cities surveyed, officials esti- 
mated that requests for emergency food 
assistance increased by 17 percent over 
the past year. Requests from families with 
children increased significantly, as did 
requests from old people. Cities admitted 
that 13 percent of requests for food went 
unmet — including 13 percent of requests 
by families. Children and parents were 62 
percent of the people requesting emer- 
gency food assistance. 

Thirty-two percent of the adults request- 
ing food assistance were employed. Low- 
paying jobs led the list of causes of hunger 


identified by city officials. Other causes — 


cited, in order of frequency, were high. 
housing césts unémployment and tinder. 
employment, lack of income, substance 
abuse, food stamp cuts, utility costs, 
expensive or unavailable transportation 
systems, and welfare reform. 

Requests for emergency shelter were 
said to have increased in the 25 cities sur- 
veyed by an average of 15 percent. If 
accurate, this would probably mean an 
increase of 15 percent in the number of 
people new to the streets. (Those who 
have been on the streets a long time are 
less likely to ask for shelter. They have 
come to expect that beds won’t be avail- 
able for them, and their experience of 
shelters has not been good. They’ ve found 
that shelter policies and personnel are 
likely to be intrusive, for good reasons or 
bad, and may be outright abusive.) 

Requests for shelter by homeless fami- 
lies increased by 17 percent. The report 
estimates that 27 percent of these requests 
were unmet during the last year. This is 
almost certainly an underestimate, judg- 
ing from the information the U.S. 
Conference of Mayors received from San 
Diego, where the City shelter housing 250 
family members was closed down in 
April, not to be replaced until December 
15 when they opened a facility for 150 
family members, after a month of unusu- 
ally severe night-time weather. 

According to the survey’s response from 
San Diego, family requests for shelter here 
increased by only 15 percent. But this was 
with the City’s facility for families closed 
for eight months; we have no idea what the 
increase would have been if families had 
some reasonable expectation of aid. 

Furthermore, responses from San 
Diego officials were so inconsistent and 
senseless as to make all their information 
suspect. For example, the City reported 
that families were indeed being turned 
away for “lack of resources.” Yet San 
Diego’s unmet need for family shelter, 
according to the report, was “zero.” 


THE SHAME OF THE CITIES. The report of the U.S. Conference of Mayors for the year 2000 once again 
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shows that homelessness and hunger are rapidly increasing in cities across the country. Substantial increases 
in homelessness have been reported by the U.S. Conference of Mayors every year for more than a decade. ._ 


-The:comment of San Diego officials ‘on 
this reported “lack of resources” was: 


“Our focus has ‘been’ to’ provide ‘sérvice- 
enhanced transition vs. emergency beds.”- 


My translation? — We can’t give home- 


less families any place to live because 


we're spending too much money on pro- 
grams to cure them of “homelessness.” 

There is no reason to think San Diego 
was the only city suffering from increased 
homelessness or official denial. 

“To respond to the survey,” the report 
says, “City officials consult with and col- 
lect data from community-based providers 


and government agencies. The data is ' 
‘compiled by the individual or agency in 


the city government designated to be the 
Conference of Mayors’ contact for the 
survey; and is reviewed by a senior-level 
manager before it is submitted to the 
Conference of Mayors.” 

In the case of San Diego, the designat- 
ed contact seems to have been the 
Department of Community Services, 
which according to staff person Sharon 
Johnson, received the survey late and had 
only two days to answer the questions, in 
late November when plans for the Winter 
Shelter were no doubt pressing. 

“We had to answer it with the informa- 
tion we had around the office,” Johnson 
said, adding that the questionnaire, 20 
questions in eight pages, was often “hard 
to understand.” Perhaps this explains the 
bland cluelessness of the City’s comment 
on the adequacy of San Diego’s emer- 
gency food arrangements: “Between food 
lines and food assistance, most people 
seem to be able to eat adequately enough 
to avoid malnutrition.” 

I asked Larry Milligan, who delivers 
food for the Monday night foodline at First 
Lutheran Church, about this, and he agrees 
that what’s available at food lines is usually 
far from balanced, definitely short on salad 
and fruit. And a lot of people are missing 
meals. Some no doubt panhandle for fast 
food; some are willing to sit through a 
Rescue Mission service for breakfast’s 


Vincent’s. But most food lines only operate 


one or two nights a week. So “most people” 


probably doesn’t include “everyone.” 

-Aside from the food lines, there are 
many people giving out food on a person- 
al basis, but this doesn’t constitute a 
dependable food supply. Milligan pointed 
out that anyone using food lines to eat 
regularly, if it could be done, would spend 
most of his time going from one place to 
another and waiting in line. For a family 
with kids, it must be difficult. 

City. officials also winged it on the 
question of how immigrants impacted 
emergency food programs here: “The ser- 
vice level of this population has remained 
fairly constant due to ‘closing the border’ 
efforts.” If Operation Gatekeeper was 
killing hundreds of people a year to keep 
the local immigrant population “fairly 
constant,” that was remarkable. 

I asked AFSC’s Roberto Martinez to 
comment. He pointed out that the bulk of 
the County’s undocumented immigrant 
population was probably in North County, 
the best place to find under-the-table 
work. There, they seldom used food ser- 
vices. While there were organizations like 
Brother Benno’s and Pasado Guadalupe 
willing to provide food, migrants tended 
to avoid them for fear of local police and 
sheriffs, inclined to hold undocumented 
immigrants for the Border Patrol. 

Did this lead to people going hungry? 
No, he explained, because migrants who 
had work at any one time would share 
food with those who did not. It was differ- 
ent for the few migrants in downtown San 
Diego, where there: was less: work! for 


them. There, one ‘or two mightieatat 
places like God’s Extended! Hand; but no’ 


one could trust St. Vincent’s not to call 
the Border Patrol on their guests. 
Certainly the questionnaire included 
questions that no one knows the answer 
to, but the Regional Task Force, which 
specializes in collecting data on home- 
lessness, at least provides the best educat- 


sake. Over a thousand eat lunch at-St. ed guesses. available. ‘They. estimate that at, _ 
least one-fourth of the .county’s urban | 


homeless population consists of members 
of homeless families. Why did the City 
report to the Mayors’ Conference that 
there are only “10 percent?” 

How did the City arrive at 70 percent 
substance abusers among the urban home- 
less populace, where the Task Force finds 
less than half? Another discrepancy is that 
the City claimed that 50 percent of their 
homeless population was mentally ill, 
where the County found less than 25 per- 
cent to, be “severely mentally ill.” The 


County did mention “others who suffer 


from anxiety, phobic disorders, and other 
milder forms of mental illness that often 
result from the stress of homelessness,” but 
calling all these people mentally ill does 
stretch the meaning. Were these questions 
answered by data, or by prejudice? 
According to the report, family 
requests for shelter decreased in only four 
cities surveyed: Portland, Norfolk, St. 
Paul, and Louisville. Portland admitted: 


“Unfortunately, the data seems to have - 


some reliability problems. This may. be 
because agencies do not report consistent- 
ly and some agencies do not prioritize 
reporting as an activity.” Norfolk report- 
ed: “Data for the entire City is not avail- 
able.” Louisville’s contact said: “For 
many years, the turn-away rate for fami- 
lies was one family kept and four turned 
back into the street.” This “may have 
decreased to three turned away for every 
one kept,” but “The fourth family. shelter 
was not included in the survey due to ren- 
ovation.” In other words, requests may 
have decreased because of lowered expec- 
tations, or may have simply been uncount- 
ed because one of the city’s four shelters 
wasn’t counting this year. 

So when the Mayors’ report says: 
“People remain homeless an average of 5 
months in the survey cities,” and “Fifty 
percent of the cities said that the length of 
time people are homeless increased during 


See Conference of Mayors page five 


In Bush’s idea of egalitarianism, 
anyone can give $100,000 to his 

| party fund, but no more. As 

| always, Bush integrity had a 
loophole, and several corpora- 
tions grossly exceeded his so- 
called maximum donation. 


by Jim Hightower 


ere comes another Hightower 

“Hog Report” [Hogs snorting 

in background.] Today’s herd 

is really a fat bunch: there’s 
Lockheed Martin, America Online, 
MGM Grand Casino, Philip Morris, 
Archer Daniels Midland, Microsoft, and 
oh, so many others. These are among the 
major corporations that eagerly plopped 
down $100,000 each to fund George W. 
Bush’s inaugural festivities. 

They’re eager to shove so much 
money at the new president, not because 
they love a good party, but because each 
of them has special governmental favors 
they need from him, and they know that 
money has always been a good way to 
grease George W’s skids. However, the 
Bush team had to be sensitive. to ne. dees 


despised by We the oBeople. so one. 


Bushites made a big show of limiting 
corporations and individuals to maxi- 
mum donations of “only” $100,000. 

This is Bush’s idea of egalitarianism 
— anyone can give $100,000 to his party 
fund, but no one can give more. As 
always, however, Bush integrity had a 
loophole, and several outfits leapt nimbly 


Conference of Mayors 


one page four. 


the last year,” how do we know how 
many months people actually remained 
homeless, let alone whether that actual 
number is greater or less than a year ago? 

The information presumably comes 
from people applying for aid from social 
service agencies, public or private; it won’t 
include anyone who’s fed up with social 
service agencies and isn’t-applying any- 
more: So these are recent artivals on the’ 
street, presumably the population easiest to 
place into housing. If the length of time 
they remain homeless is actually increas- 
ing, it could reflect a situation like San 
Diego’s, in which shelter staff are expect- 
ed to promptly “transition” people into 
housing, but the housing doesn’t exist. 
What’s happening in the other 50 percent 
of U.S. cities? Does anyone really know? 

~“Lack of affordable housing” leads 
the list of causes of homelessness identi- 
fied by city officials. No doubt this is 
true, but it’s still remarkable that public 
officials have become so willing to say 
so. Other causes cited included low-pay- 
ing jobs, substance abuse and the lack of 
appropriate services, mental illness and 
the lack of services appropriate to that, 
domestic violence, and changes in public 
assistance programs 

“In 52 percent of the cities,” accord- 
ing to the report, “Families may have to 
break up in order to be sheltered.” San 
Diego is listed as one of the cities where 
families do not have to break oe 
ter. The City’s comment, however,’ was: 
“On occasion, but rarely.” 1G 

Yet reputable social workers tell us of 
parents in San Diego who asked the 
County to take their kids because they’d 
lost their apartment and couldn’t take 
care of them safely. This was during 
those months when the City had no shel- 
ter to offer; families were having to 


Jim Hightower’ S 
Daily Pops of 


- POPULISM 


through it, Boely ae his so-called 
maximum donation. For example, Carl 
Lindner, CEO of American Financial 
Group, donated $200,000 in his own 
name. The Bush team publicly repudiated 
his excess and sent half of Lindner’s 
money back. No problem — Carl simply 
wrote another $100,000 check, this time 
in the name of his company. So he gets 


credit for $200,000 without technically 


; exceeding, the advertised: limit. 


ut said “that half of it ‘was ‘from its sub: 
sidiary, Frito Lay. Marriott played this 

subsidiary shell-game, too, donating 

$100,000 in the corporate name, then 

another $650,000 in the name of its sub- 

sidiaries. This is Jim Hightower saying: 

These hogs aren’t just fat... they’re 

sneaky. Keep an eye on them. Check out 

www.opensecrets. es 


i cDRGAkaup. without being sheltered. Now, 
after the Wintér Shelter‘has opened; 
many San Diego couples are still sleep- 
ing on the street because the available 
shelters won’t let them remain together. 
So how meaningful is that statistic? 

And here’s a statistic that means more 
than it says: “Requests for assisted hous- 
ing by low-income families and individu- 
als increased in 68 percent of the cities 
during the last year.” This is probably an 
underestimate, because the length of wait- 
ing lists will: discourage many people who 
need housing assistance immediately. 

Also, “forty percent of the cities have 
stopped accepting applications for at 
least one assisted housing program due to 
the excessive length of the waiting list.” 
If a city stops taking applications, if the 
waiting list just gets too long for any- 
body’s reasonable hopes, people in need 
will simply go uncounted. 

Where the length of the waiting list is 
given, San Diego’s wait — five years for 
assisted housing — is second only to Los 
Angeles’ seven years. San Diego contin- 
ues to accept applications, but the length 
of the wait must discourage a great many 
potential applicants. 

The City’s comment on causes of 
homelessness here was insightful: “The 
combination of a service-based economy 
(tourism) and one of the highest rental 
housing markets in the country (third) 
combined with lower public assistance 
benefits, is responsible for more people 
‘falling through the cracks.’ Hence, a 
growing number of homeless people.” 

+oBut;San-Diege officials declined to 
comment:on the, qutleok for the future. I 
think: they could. have,made.a prediction, 
based:on the Regional Task Force’s web 
page: “Welfare.Reform is expected to 
impact an estimated 64,000 families with 
126,000 children in San Diego County.” 
Are we ready for that? 

Forrest Curo is the co-editor of Street 
Light, the street newspaper of San Diego. 


Pepsic senntcin: $200, ;000, } -. 


From Muckraking Media 
|| To Hlufimaking Media 


Few newspapers ever spurned 
profits, but now the insistence 
on ever greater profits is 
killing journalism itself. 


by Jim Hightower 


here once was a boisterous bar in 

my hometown of Austin, Texas, 

that had a rollicking, good-time 

slogan: “Too Much Is Not 
Enough.” Unfortunately, this could be the 
motto these days of big business executives 
and Wall Street investors who no longer 
are happy to make a good profit or even a 
fat profit — they want to make a killing, no 
matter who or what gets killed. 

I’m not only talking here about the 
high-tech greedheads, globalizing down- 
sizers, and profiteering polluters, but also 
about companies that once showed some 
commitment to public service, such as the 
newspaper business. For sure, few news- 
papers ever spurned profits, but now the 
insistence on ever Bre profits i is killing 
journalism itself, . 


measuring ‘success by stories that bring the 
arrogant and avaricious to account. But 
instead of competing against other papers 
on the basis of high journalistic standards, 
the chain owners of America’s press now 
vie on the basis of high profit margins — 


and too much is never enough. 


A ten percent return on investment 
would provide owners a mighty handsome 
living, but Wall Street analysts. now..scoff 
at. sucha level, demanding a-25,.30, 35 
percent. anhual-return:..2-and:mere;? With’ 


= Good-to-great papers have: prided them- 
“ehEe ‘On: ‘solid, ‘investigative miuckraking, | 


Jim Hightower. Alan Pogue photo 
newspapers having a hard time increasing 
sales, this level of profit has to come by 
cutting reporters and reporters’ investiga- 
tive budgets. 

For example, Knight Ridder, owner of 
the proud Philadelphia Inquirer, has made 
such cuts in ordér to more than double 
profits from that paper since 1995. But 19 
percent return is not enough, say the chain 
owners of the Inquirer, so they’re now cut- 
ting another 100 people from the paper’s 
staff, seeking to put a 21-percent profit 
margin in their own pockets. And you can 
bet that this won’t be enough, either. More 
cuts will come.to satisfy insatiable 
investors at the « expense of readers, who'll. 
get ever less ane ing’ ‘and. “ever NOt é 
nthe from. their ITY, PIES. oni ono 


Tonight’s Bus. 
by Rhett Stuart 


craggly, straggly, dirty, scruffy, 
S unkempt and with greying beard, he 
gets on the bus with his brown, 
muscle-bound dog — and turns out to be 
endearing, erratic-tinged comprehensive 
around the edges until he reaches his point 
by dropping the emotional negativity of 
what has just happened to him. After 
handing the driver his transfer, the dia- 
logue tells the story. 
“Don’t put him [the dog] on the seat,” 
says the driver. “People sit there.” 
“His seat is paid for. The other driver 
made me.” 
“People don’t pay for seats. They pay 


-to ride. Some stand. I wouldn’t have 


charged him.” 

“I respect you for that. He’s well 
behaved. Guide dogs get on.” 

“That’s different.” 

“This was my last dollar.” 

He mumbles to the dog and tells him 
softly, “We have to follow the rules.” And 
soon he tells him again while caressing 
his face and kissing him. 

“Ts it alright if he sits on me?” 

He holds a small crucifix, crosses him- 
self and says something to God inaudible 
to us. “I’m homeless,” he says out front 
and not to anyone specific. 

“I’m sorry,” says the driver. 

“Don’t be. It’s my own fault. I lost my 
girlfriend two Thanksgivings ago. I didn’t 
care about anything. Then I found him and 
I’ve been so happy. An animal keeps you 
living longer.” 

A sweet black girl stands in front and 
talks to him. “He’s your best friend.” 

“No, God is my best friend.” 

I have been feeling my small smile, not 
that he looks up to see it nor myself. He’s 


too guileless and without self-conscious- 
ness for that. But I look to see if others 
meet my smile. I wish them to. Not a wide 
smile at all but mostly my heart felt up 
into my eyes. 

Eventually I catch two or three doing 
this. They don’t view mine but we all feel 
the same thing, the man behaving lovingly 
and not in a showy way: He wishes one or 
two individuals nearby, “Happy Holiday;” 
offhandedly and not looking for reaction. I 
am in the company of greatness. The dog is 
gentlemanly and doesn’t need his muzzle. 


Jericho March 


Midnight Special Revisited 
by Michael Creedon 


Well, I wake up in the morning, boys, 
Hear the first 51 Bus horn blow; 

I’m underneath a bush, boys, 

In the park on MacArthur Boulevard. 
The Jericho March is going on, boys, 
I want to join that peaceful line 

In judgment on harsh and 

Unfair county order. 


Now the march is going on, boys, 
I can hear that ding-dong ring. 


But when I look upon my table, boys, 
I see the same damn thing: 

Well, there’s no food upon my table, 
There’s no fry-up in the pan. And if 
You open up your mouth now, boys, 
You get in trouble with the man. 


Judgment Day she is a-coming, boys, 
In the Jericho March. I hope they 
Bring down these damn walls, boys, 
So the homeless can be free. 
There’ll be food in every stomach, 
And a roof for every head. 

There’ll be four warm walls, boys, 
And a bed for every single 

Man, woman and child. 


Poetry as 
Resistance 


Mea Culpa Est 


by Robert Stevens 


I suppose I should apologize to you, America; 
America the Big Corporate Flibbertigibbet 
that grinds the humble masses 

into a pate of taxes 

to fuel your barbed steeds of war. 


I guess I should say I’m sorry America; 
America the sneering yuppatriots 

rooted with an umbilical to a shrinking 
American Dream; shoring up the trenches 
of the Great Digital Divide so 

diligently, so fervently. 


I feel a twinge, because I don’t care. 


I’ve packed my bags, and my feet will fly me 
to freedom, as the winged feet of Hermes, to 
the freedom of our forefathers—America mine, 
anonymous, homeless, unbound. 


The New Capital Tango 
by Randy Fingland 


capital has turned merciless 

capital the merciless 

like flash gordon’s ming the merciless 
after a little bit of profit 

from an itsy bitsy chip 

investment’s resilient as the chiseled 
stone faces on mt rushmore 

to death, famine, war & pestilence 


capital gains up on the psyche 

the way horses are led to water 
assuming drink is solution to thirst 

in the growing deserts of merciless capital 
oh captain das capital 


| ‘ Tee ere S¥. GURLiEAE Ye YG Qrtae ce Eheh s ‘Marx and Engels, God and angels. eee 
\ | the tall the wide the indomitable!e 4 2161104: «  @reCorporation . — : : Th bl d if nariday svcd | 
- | only able to falt er, never to fall there to 7238230 The golden calf ed The Red Sea turned black with gil. ner | 


when capital reaches such merciless size 


Rock Steady 
by Loyd Skiles 


— Remember when a family of. 
four got $600 a month a 
food stamps? .. : 


‘Rock Stéady Betty” 
It’s insane Papenol ee 
Money rules «..:... 
Capitalists gain... . 


by Betty Romero to see 


It is 2 p.m., Monday 

I look around me 

Their faces tell their story 

each a different story 

waiting for hours 

disabled — homeless — 
undelivered checks. 

The sign “No food or beverages 
allowed inside” 

We cannot leave — we’ll lose 
our places, they don’t call again 
Prisoners of a Society 

We need our rent money 

We need our food stamps 

The problem? 

No, it wasn’t the vote 

counting in Florida, 

No, it’s not what you hear and 
see on the Media 


President-Elect George Bush 
We believe if you really care 
If you care for all equally, 

We need all of you here 


this is 2001 


highway sex & 


alley death 


by Randy Fingland 


along the Appian Way ' 
the Romans put consummate thugs 
into leadership roles 

without the help of the CIA 

but the Pax Romana became 

a millennium’s terror 

for all neighbors 


in the known world anyway Survival of the fittest 
this was before the Circus Maximus Challenge the new icon is just survival of the richest. 
God Bless The Future. 


was digitized, when 
although in a time very P.C, 


{ f 2 $ 
what next whet’ caplearis h merc fess. tans (lf Wee vbilaines full of 
slaves, streets full of Se 


undervalued overhead 
by Randy. Fingland 


& when yow’re ready 
| to buy, don’t forget 
ae everything’ S cheap 
v4, ae this store, which L 
| pays minimum wage, 
«| offers no health © | 
insurance or pension 


THIS IS AMERICA 


This is America 

here at the Social Security Office 
at the line of the Mentally Ill 

that winds all the way out the door 
out here we’re 

picking up cigarette butts 
bumming for a cup of coffee 
needing urgently to see Dr. Sanders 
our doctor that will help us. 

The rain is falling, 

the rain is getting harder, 

the line is getting longer, 

the pain gets greater. 

We need our medicine 

we share a cup of coffee 

a stranger bought us 

we pass one cigarette down the line 
like we did a joint in the ‘60s 

at a Rock Concert. 

Now it’s different. 


It’s here Ae but impure metaphor | Some even rush 
This is-America. This is not a Rock Concert to ringside 
President Bill Clinton this is not Mick Jagger today effusive abuse of : | and join in 

Al Gore playing “Satisfaction” energy | yes, there’ 


for us this is different now 
this is Reality — 


This is America. 
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THE PROPELLER SONG. Lithograph by Kaethe Kollwitz, 1932. 


An enduring image of political solidarity by German expressionist artist Kaethe Kollwitz. 


CHALLENGE 
by Loyd Skiles 


Challenge the ringmaster 
Locked in a zone 
Challenge his flesh and 
Challenge his bones 
Challenge the joker 
Challenge his room 


God Bless America (excerpt) 
by Christopher Trian 


God Bless America 

and the death of the human soul. 

Our parents push history through the streets 
in shopping carts of woe. 

The dead and dying pile up 

against the windows of the shopping mall. 
They are washed away by the rising sun 

like snow drifts of compassion. 

The organ banks are full. 


Challenge what’s image 
And spell out his doom 


The Internet 
Challenge their false ie 


A fond farewell to freedom. . 


God Bless The Fuhrer and The Fatherland. - 

Everybody’s father is homeless 

and looking for work. 

The Mega-Corporation octopus 

New World Order . 

turning the world into a giant plantation 

run by reptiles from the lower fourth dimension. - 

God Bless Nationalism. 

Deranged little men 

With strange genital formations. 

4) Master races and rat races and horse races. 

-Challenge the-crap-~~~~-}-}-Fhe space-race and-the-race against-time.—-————-' 

“PYowre just'a fly + fest — 
. ) 0 ess regress Ae ge ag 

un vers nee | and the dehumanization of man. 

| A slave state, just think another species. 

Bring on the unusual suspects. ° 


Challense the fools 
Take ‘em to class and 
Tale ‘em to school 


Challenge the doctors and 
Challenge the laws 
Challenge the teachers 
Jackin’ their jaws 


ni trad oki k Challenge the-lie.and::: 
i _but of. ‘course ” isn ate CN 

that sounds really _ 
good to the ear 

if you’re a consumer 


plan, in fact many _ 
employees are fine 
representatives of 

the Mas homieless : 


don’t tread on 


my choice God Bless America) |TV news 
by Randy Fingland and the death of the by Randy Fingland- 
where’s the edge = human soul. | | vicious irony ~ * 
the sheer drop s is sweeping 
like the push Our parents push history | the méaning © 
’ Hes into through the streets ee ee: e Long? 
€ resn 0 rampage ez 5 under a Cc rp 

when the disrespected |‘ Shopping carts of woe. | of disreputability 
are further disenfranchised 


because decisions rule 
over even choice 

the only remaining symbol 
of people-in-a-democracy 
power 

as opposed to the slant 


CHARADE 
by Bob Slaymaker 


voter rage 
by Randy Fingland 


post booth, 
post count, 
confiscation 


Following mainstream politics 
is like watching 
pro wrestling. 


of accumulated of the voice We all know 
money will not sap it’s strategically scripted 
which is really 4 no symbo but still we watch 


only to find 
only to find 


the joke’s 
on us 


discards the vote 

like an aluminum can 
in the too polluted river 
of consumption 


|_| the dissent, 

| | growing very loud 

| between the crooked 
paths to power 


r) 


> 
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The Rain Falls on the Just and Unjust 


Wouldn’t It Be Nice 
by Michael Creedon 


In seasons of cold 

People huddle together. 
In seasons of wind 

People protect each other. 
In times of famine 

People must feed each other. 
When it rains, 

People shelter together. 
And s0 it is on the street 
Where the homeless sleep. 
When it’s hot, 

They offer one another 
Shadows 

For shade. 


I don’t know, 

But it seems like 

People with money 

Stay away from the poor. 


Wouldn’t it be nice 
If we could all 
Stick together. 


LIT WITH RAIN 
by Claire J. Baker 


What a place to make iy —— 
the cold damp basement 
of our tenement hearts, 
windows crying glass 

broken on dirty sidewalks, 
diamonds lit with rain. 


THE MAN IN THE RAIN 


Homeless Blues 
Condition Of by Claire J. Baker 
by Michael Creedon Amazing — 
Meeting all the challenges of the only way to get 
Everything | a safe, decent bed in 
And shunning the weather, | __ ‘Baghdad by the Bay i sO, 
Way out on the cutting edge of get stabbed, collapse in a pool 
The big knife of of blood redder than any Merlot. 
Existence, Then a jogger rounding a corner 
‘The poor, the outcasts, the stumbles over your body, 
Disenfranchised just spots the beet juice and phones 
Deal with it — 9-1-1. 
Foodless, homeless, He immediately jogs on. 
often loveless — But they find you anyway. 


Go about the daily existence of SF. General, here comes another 


Staying alive. injured veteran of the streets. 


2 sipping : a cup of coffee 
| a purring cat on my lap’ 


I pray the Lord my soul to take. 


Art by Victor Arnautoff 


JENNIE’S DREAM 


by Nancy Warder 


the shelter is full 
huddled cold in a dirty doorway 
I dream I’m sitting by a warm fire, 


a harsh voice wakes me 
“You can’t sleep here! Move on!” 


I want to go back to my dream 
was that really me? 

I don’t remember my name 
orhowIgothere 


I used to know a prayer 
If I should die before I wake 


: There was a time, once 


when a decent person might love the rain 
and it wouldn’t have to mean someone was shivering 


RAIN ON THE STREET 
by Julia Vinograd 


A beast prowls tonight with claws of rain 
smearing mascara till shivering young girls 
have black tire tracks over their faces 
where the sky hit and ran like a truck. 
Rain claws runaway doorway people, 
marking their dripping faces 
with the mark of the beast. — 

The pawprint of rain is the 

mark of the beast. 

Rain bites a teenaged boy’s shoulder 
where his tattooed dragon bites him. 

A yelling child opens his mouth 

wider than the sky 

as the beast opens its mouth for him. 
Single drops shiver down the back of a neck 
teasing black curls, leaving them limp ‘ 
like delicate teethmarks. 

The beast plays with its food first, 
there is plenty of time. 

For an appetizer, it licks the freckles, 
one by one, off a redhead’s breasts. 
Her clothes can’t keep it out. 

The beast’s tongue rolls under 

useless yellow plastic slickers, 

-.| all gone 

All washed away. 


Here Comes The Night 
by Michael Creedon 


I want to curl up in a ball 

And go to sleep, but there’s 

No chance of that here 

On the sidewalk. Maybe 

I can walk down to the park 
Across from Berkeley High 

And crawl up under a bush there. 
I just wish the world 

Would go away. 


I got here from the Twin Cities 
Of Minneapolis and St. Paul 


Just a few days ago and at first 
It looked like everything was 
Going to be cool: 

California: the promised land. 
Then it started raining. 


I haven’t had a wink of sleep 
Or a bite to eat for three days. 
These other people on the street 
Are better at it than me; I can’t 
Get over on anyone. I’m too 
Honest — it’s a terrible quality. 
Oh well, I’ll hope for the best 
It’s raining again and 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso Here comes the night. 


I Used to Love the Rain 
by Forrest Curo 


I used to love the rain. 


It goes back to my childhood; 
my mother wouldn’t let me out in it 

at first, and then it was a treat . 

to feel it plopping on my waxy yellow raincoat 
under the big bright hat like a fireman would wear 
or a fisherman out at sea in a hurricane, 


drops falling splat splat in the puddles — 
water out of the sky — how amazing 

and how grown up to be walking in it 

all by myself. 


I used to love the rain, even 
when I came home from the storefront Methodist 
church my parents thought would be good for me 
full of Noah and the fire next time 


daydreaming of water over the ditch 
up the hill and into the driveway, water 

over the curb, into the basement, 

water up the front stairs 

and the door, flooding the whole world to 

the windows; then we could all go around in boats. 


I always loved the rain 
in the Bible, falling 
with loving impartiality; 

the real rain would remind me of it 
and make me smile; the air felt clean 
as if it were already done washing 


and on a rainy night you know | 
the psychic power lines are buzzing 
so anything can happen, anything — 


When you’re an overpromised failure at college 
inside-out and shriveling with loneliness, 

you might venture out on a sleepless midnight 
to find a wandering stranger at the doughnut shop 
(holy-eyed and ranting of past lives he’d seen you in) 
to invite you to a mansion in the Berkeley hills 

where a young woman fifty thousand years old 

; waits to initiate you,into mysteries; oiyew ond tls oalt | 


‘anything can happen on a ‘rainy night . aCe ore 
when you need it to happen, when the time is ahs 


you can move in to protect 
a woman you’re mistakenly in love with 

and adore her from afar in her own living room. 
You could steal her a Christmas tree 

thirty years ago when I did it 

though I wouldn’t recommend that anymore. 


(The rain came down in drops crowded together 
each drop like a fishbowl, the wind tearing at the world 
while I sat cozy inside the window.) : 


I always wanted it to rain; I wanted 
to feel the angels washing me clean again 
for another start, another adventure, 

or maybe just the simple love of the rain. 


| There was a time, once 
when a decent person might love the rain 
and it wouldn’t have to mean someone was shivering; 


it wouldn’t have to mean people sleeping in wet clothes 
with no mommy to put them in a hot bath 
so they wouldn’t catch their deaths out in all that. 


I have seen. my country ruin itself 
in a frenzy of wilful ignorance; 
Ihave seen mercy despised, cruelty accepted — 


heard men like ants prattling of “freedom”’ 
to create “wealth” by picking each others’ pockets — 


I have had to learn to live 
by swallowing indignation 
but beyond all that 

they have stolen my rain 


and that is not even mine 
to forgive. 


Street Spirit Truth Tidings 
by Lynda Cobden 


He stands outside by the Ashby BART station 
in the darkness as evening commuters approach. 
He is there faithfully night after night 

He sells his Street Spirit newspapers 
He spreads news of truth 


Tree 


EE ON aM et reel a cs mane 


Febr 
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Ruth’s Mantra 
by Lynda Cobden 


Faith, hope, prayer and a shower, 
are the thoughts at first light. 
There is no one mold that fits all. 
The downsizing train sped through 
and Ruth did not see it coming. 
Savings melted quickly. 


Stomach rumbles, 
every pore feels clogged, 
hair is getting matted to scalp. 


| BLESSING 


by Mary Rudge 

May everyplace you look 
stones become bread 

may mangos and papayas 
and pineapples 

fall into your hands 

may you feed the hungry 
and give them flowers. 

May swallows fly in the winds 
of your passing 

may monkeys dance 

in the path before you 

may children of all people 

be your children 

and all people be your family 
may singing of small birds 

in air surround you 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Carry on, with faith, hope, prayer and a 
shower. I will get to the housing lottery 
early, and help the host by sweeping. 
Faith, hope and prayer already renews 
and lifts positive insights to mind. 
Rumbling stomach will hopefully cease 
at $ a.m. when the doors to the 

meal program site open and with 
faith, hope and prayer and a shower 

I will carry on with my friends. 


BROWN SHOES 


by Julia Vinograd 


Old lady getting on the bus with a walker 
which she obviously hates, 

holds at arm’s length 

and drags herself up by her hands. 

It takes ages. 

And when the bus driver 

offers to move closer to the curb 

she gives him one dirty look, 


Ruth’s Mantra II 
by Lynda Cobden 


You pretend you don’t know me when I 


may poems always be then pretends he doesn’t exist.. see you reading the Wall Street Journal 
in your mailbox When she got on the bus I saw more. at the San Francisco Library. 
coming in to praise you 


Thin, but not that wrung-out look 

that comes with age. Almost slender. 
She wore striped brown rayon leggings, 
loose to hide her collapsed muscles 

but she was also wearing brown high heels. 
She’d climbed on that bus 

with a walker and high heels 

and sane steady eyes. I sat marveling 

at such silly unvanquished human spirit. 


We used to work together at a Fortune 500 
company before the buy out, before my 
services were no longer needed. 


going out to right wrongs. 
Remember you have the blessing 
of all women before you 
combing their hair by the lake 
naming all beautiful things after 
themselves 


My clothing is tattered and 

I am looking a bit worn. 

Take that disdainful, condescending 
look off your face. 

There but fortune could go any one, 
anyone. 


remember the women 
who learned to walk on fire 
lit your way 

remember 

the women who breathed fire 
have blazed your path 
remember 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


13. The average man does not get pleasure out of an idea 


i #Poor Leonard’s Almanack because he thinks it is true; he thinks it is’true because? he gets * 


pleasure out of it. 


the women whose fire burned Onotanons and Original Thoughts H. L. MENCKEN (American journalist, 1880-1956), Dann! A Book Of 
pentecostal from forehead and brain by Leonard Roy Frank Calumny, 1918 

transformed your vision Street Spirit February 2001 14. Such is the irresistible nature of truth that all it asks, and all 
remember your ancestress it wants, is the liberty of appearing. 

the temple dancer ON TRUTH THOMAS PAINE (American political philosopher, 1737-1809). The Rights Of 
remember your ancestress Man, 1792 


1. “Truth” has been displaced by “believability” as the test of the 


the Queen of the Euphrates i : ; 
statements which dominate our lives. Almost anything can be 


15. We know truth, not only by reason, but also by the heart. 
remember your ancestresses 


BLAISE PASCAL (French theologian, 1623-1662), Pensées, 1670, tr. William 


Esther and Ruth made to seem true — especially if we wish to believe it. E. Trotter, 1931 
th th ho b DANIEL J. BOORSTIN (American historian, 1914-), The Image: A Guide To A 
€ mother who bore you Didiel Beets beAmerica 1961 16. The truth knocks on the door and you say, “Go away, I’m 


the woman you might have been 

in another life 

remember the women in chains and 
whipscars, 

with barbed wire wounds. 

You are the one 

whose sisters were buried alive 


looking for the truth,” and.so it goes away. Puzzling. 
ROBERT M. PIRSIG (American writer, 1928-), Zen And The Art Of Motorcycle 
‘Maintenance: An Inquiry Into Values, 1974 


2. If God were able to backslide from the truth, I would cling to the 
truth and let God go. 


MEISTER ECKHART (German theologian, 1260?-13287), quoted in Victor RMIT é ‘ 
Gollancz, comp., Man And God: Passages Chosen And Arranged To Express A 17. Truth has no special time of its own. Its hour is now — 


Mood About The Human And Divine, 1951 always, and indeed most truly when it seems most unsuitable to 
3. Truth is the summit of being; justice is the application of it to 2Ctual circumstances. 


affairs ALBERT SCHWEITZER (German physician and philosopher, 1875-1965), On 
: The Edge Of The Primeval Forest, 1922, tr. C. T. Campion, 1928 
you are the one RALPH WALDO EMERSON (American philosopher, 1803-1882), “Character,” pes Oe ee : aie 
whose sister drowned when Essays: Second Series, 1844 18. I’m going to make a button: The truth will set you free, but 


the river rose 

whose sister died of famine 
and drought 

you are the one 

who worked in the fields 

of California 

and slept by the roadsides 
harassed in the marketplace 
in a far country sent to Siberia 
for speaking out, 

locked up as insane 

against your will : 
you are the woman sa Wiserpdest 


4. Truth made you a traitor as it often does in a time of scoundrels. first it will piss you off. 


LILLIAN HELLMAN (American playwright, 1908-1984), Scoundrel Time, 1976 GLORIA STEINEM (American feminist and writer, 1934-), quoted on Intimate 
; ) Portrait (television documentary), 4 December 1998 


5. The weakness of a soul is proportionate to the number of ; gone 

; P P 19. Gladness is the one criterion of truth, and we know when we 
truths which must be kept from it. brave cha Fath by ih sc it oF i hes f ie 
ERIC HOFFER (San Francisco longshoreman-philosopher, 1902-1983), The, UAVS POUCHES ATULH DY Me TnUsIC 1 BIVes OY te JOY OF breenne. 
Passionate State Of Mind, 1954 it sends forth to the truth in us. 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE (Indian philosopher, 1861-1941), The Religion O, 
6. The easiest rationalization for the refusal to seek the truthis the - jyan, 193} A reel 
denial that truth exists. es 
SIDNEY HOOK (American philosopher, 1902-1989) 20. Truth is one; the sages speak of it by many names. . 

; VEDAS (Hindu scriptures, 10th? cent. B.C.), quoted in \ Joseph a The Hero 
7. The ultimate test of what a truth means is the conduct which it With A Thousand Faces, 1949 


dictates or inspires. 21. What plays the devil in human affairs is mistaking a half 
WILLIAM JAMES (American philosopher, 1842-1910), Pragmatism, 1907 


truth for a whole truth. 
in burnoose 8. You will know the truth, and the truth will make a free. ALFRED NORTH WHITEHEAD (English philosopher, 1861-1947), 13 January 
with clitoris cut in ritual JESUS, John 8:32 ‘1944, Dialogues Of Alfred North Whitehead, rec. Lucien Price, 1953 - 
whose husband bi aed chosen for you 9. We live in a culture that would absolutely fall apart if the 22. Truth gives a short answer; lies go roundabout. 
you are the woman burned truth were told. SAYING (German) 


for your dowry 

you are the woman whose feet 
were broken and bound 

who could not walk. 

You are the woman who . 

leaped over walls 

who leaped into hearts 

whose heart leaped forward. 

May others embrace and join you. 
May everywhere 

you walk stones 

become bread. 


R. D. LAING (British psychiatrist, 1927-1989), Richard Leviton interview, East 


West Journal, September 1987 23. Truth.is often eclipsed but never extinguished. 


SAYING (Latin) 
10. Truth is always subversive. . | 

24. Ne thing is more e incredible than the truth. ° 
ANNE LAMOTT (American writer, 1954- ), Bird By Bird: Some Instructions On 2 8 


Writing And Life, 1995 25. The truth is paradoxical and logical by turns. 


11. Not even the most devastating truth can be told, it must be 26. You would know the truth? Hear out fhe heretics as well as 


evoked. ‘the believers. 
JOYCE CAROL OATES (American writer, 1938-), “Selections from a Journal: ° Lada 44K ReX 


January. 1985-January 1988,” pub. in Daniel Halpern, ed., Antaeus, Autumn 1988 Lcorard Roy Frank is the editor Of Ravdom Hiakice Wepeiers CGuaionn a 
12. All repressed truths become poisonous. collection of more than 20,000 quotations chosen by amazon.com as one of the 
FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE (German philosopher, 1844-1900), “Of Self-. 10 best reference works of 1999, and The Random House Webster’s Wit & 
Overcoming,” Thus Spoke Zarathustra, 1892, tr. R. J. Hollingdale, 1961 Humor Quotationary, a collection of 6,000 sayings from 250 humorists. 
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We Are 
Family 
FAMILY REUNION 
by Julia Vinograd 


February 2001 STREET SPIRIT y 


I jerked awake this morning way too early, 
looking around for something I’d forgotten; 
is it you I am looking for? 
My brother on the other side of this page, 
my sister on the other side of this world, 
the family of Cain at a family reunion. — 
Outside my windows I can only see silhouettes, 
cut out trees and the edges of roofs. . 
I speak only as a silhouette: 
I have no face. 
You have no face. : 
Centuries of blind sunlight gone to history books, 
books where silhouettes are buried. 
The blood in the earth is so lonely it cries 
and we send more blood to keep it company 
and still it cries. 
It’s not the blood that woke me 
but something I’d forgotten, 
a Niagara of faces crashing over sleep. 
Is it you I am looking for? 
My brother on the other side of this page, 
my sister on the other side'of this world, 
| the family of.Cain at a family reunione:.: 5 - 
Is it you Iam looking for? is 


Art by Christa 
Occhiogrosso 


WALPURGISNACHT 
by Julia Vinograd 


| There are Saecdsts with thick glasses and pocket protectors 
who teach that the largest living thing on earth is an | 
Aspen forest covering some mountainsides in Colorado. 
The trees, they tell, are all connected at the root, 

with individual trunks showing separately. 

But the scientists are wrong. 

The largest living thing on earth is us. 

We are all connected at the root, 

showing our single selves in daylight. 

And our job is to live. though they dance tonight, 


Not to live easily, not to live happily, but first, of all to live. . |. but do we know we’re alive? 9... 
Ge ah Ree h eae ok | REGO OAs sal scotia 


to resurrect the living... ..-6 40% s2,cher mapa offt | 


Tonight the green hinge hangs open. 
between the worlds 

and the dead sprout from moist earth. 
like daffodils, 

and we, the living dead, 

can we wake to greet them? 

Can we peel blinders from our eyes 

as we would husk sweet corn? 

The dead know they’re still dead, 


The Shedding of Skins 
by Michael Creedon 


Impossible to peel off my skin 

And become another. 

I am what I am, 

And molting slowly. 

A kaleidoscope of friendly serpents, 


I wish.to speed up the process...) 0 oi 28 e tnpey 
My brothers and sisters seem all i Second of all to live'as we would like. 


There is a sacred covenant we are obligated to, 
To have transcended me. 
a covenant no one asked us about. 
We can surrender our part of this covenant, 
but we cannot break it 
carelessly. 


ay 


= 
ab 
ad 
ie es a 


Tonight we look for those we lost to death, 
so many who will never surprise us again. 
But we also look at each other 

for another chance. 


The new world is calling me. 
The old world stretches to hold me back. 
I crouch by own inner campfire on the filthy street 


Teves to hold on Dy picauie ponest ey: To destroy yourself with bitterness, ignorance, weakness, Every moment I do what’s expected wed 
Not a favor but something you want to give. se sa break the covenant, “Head mount. 
Ae en Shere le worker and to break the covenant is to poison the root, the shared Every scheduled day is a drive-thru coffin. 
Sones ee root of the largest living thing anywhere ever, us. Wake up! Look at your hands: 
For helping Me Stor: : You can build a city of welcome home, 
Acres of trunks. Miles of leaves. 
| ‘ you can help an angel break out of her shell, 
Connected by one root, one life. 
ay b ¥ qd i 374 ff ROUT oi none ‘| ‘The largest living thing on earth is us you can Say glad to meet you and be glad. 
Nobo y Cares If You Don't ; Wake up and dance. 
by Michael Creedon I want to resurrect the living. 
The man beside you in the poverty line, One of You 9 Noes been ee fs fea in our gardens 
His hands held to the counter by three gold rings by Mi ° or our own hands and fee 
chael Creedon : 
And a heavy brocade watch, things that want y 8 and tv earplugs to block out people crying, 
To prove something, is sweating in his thin shirt. I go out there 9 we’re crucifying children on flagpoles, | 
He’s frightened. He has questions On my side of the bay and our dead are gone, where did they go? : 
Unless you speak to him first. And time See a lot of familiar faces 5 I can lick hot sauce fn a dripping burrito 
Is going by. You say, “Here, I'll show Every day. ry and pay my rent and flush my toilet 
You, 99 and he looks up at you, a scared child These are my people =< | | and blush when someone comes in. 
Rescued. ‘Fie’s prepared to smile ifhehasto, | And vicy don’t know me. | | But am I alive? eee, 
But it doesn’t come natural in his state of fear. “They 2 are the panhandlen There was a green hill I stood.on shouting 
Afterwards, he says “Can I buy you a cup of And homeless; the lost and tying to blow down the wind:. - KY ved 
Coffee?” He’s more confident now. You tellhim | | Disenfranchised, yet and seething with joy. 
You have to catch a bus, which is. true. He heads _| | Cast off from society to We’re afraid of each other, 
For the parking lot, where he still has Live as best they canon... - _ | more afraid of ourselves. 
A‘car. You hope he can hold onto it. .. |._| The streets of Berkeley, _.| That hill has forgotten me. 
The lady dies, or goes away, with all | | Oakland, Richmond, If-our dead came back tonight, lanzhine + 
Your unspoken words. So you don’t know. San Francisco, any big Pane laugh? , Te 
Now yow’ll never find out. The other a me City anywhere everywhere. It’s a dance of partners, hold out your hands. 
That you once knew — you knew _| Lappear to have money, The dead can’t trust us till we trust.each other. 
But I don’t. The dead can’t see us till we see each other. 


They were leaving in the evening. 
Usually you walked them to ) their cars. posuuss uated 
You were good at the drama of goodbye. 

But it was too late then. And | some. you: were glad 


To see go. You accept that now. The lady doesn’t 


I don’t have a cent. The dead can dance tonight. Can we? 
. Tir 7 y,to dress nice, Goodwill Store helps, and keep up 

A happy: face, but I’m dying inside just like you guys. 

cs wie ouys, not “them.” You and me, we ’re together, 

Have to see you standing here outside the We2ve got more in common than them, the people with 


‘Unemployment building, all that’s happened... |...) Money, who aren’t interested in us. 
Since. But maybe she’d have liked to. _ | it makes me mad. 

Maybe she was denied. But you don’t have to 
Be denied. Solitude is a choice. 

Loneliness is the failure of solitude. 

You have to decide what you want. 


The green hinge hangs open between the worlds, 
a mother on a famine march will hold one hand, 
a boy with a knife wound in an alley 

will clutch the other. . 

Far away on the map—but tonight we’re all close. 
They both may die tonight but now they’re alive. 
And we may die tonight but till we do: 
palm to palm, 

wake up, 

hold on. 


if I lose my tiny apartment 

.| Which takes all my SSI check 
I’ll be on the street too 

And I don’t know what I’ll do. 


— panne arrose ner we a 


spe cea PCRS EEE EY AY SEED SIGE CE OE OCLC ITE TE AAS a Tan wee 


pues © 
rage 
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“Some people would be stunned to think that these posters should speak to us from our street corners and 
walls. | personally would like them to speak to hundreds of thousands. | want them to pursue the self-satisfied, 
unmindful citizen so that he can no longer walk nonchalantly through our society and our lives. Only then will he 
ponder and critically evaluate matters of concern, only then will he form his own opinion... so that they can 
shake, if only a little bit, the heavy burden of our overcautiousness and opportunism, the burden which hinders 
the creative energies of our society.” — Radoslav Selucky, Prague, Czechoslovakia, 1961 


le against displacement in the S.F. Mission District 


“I live in the Mission, my great aunt lived here in the ‘60s, and 
it's a great place to live. | liked seeing most of these posters 
on the street this year, so it’s nice to see them all together in 

one place. The artwork is very supportive and encouraging to 
people here not to give up and lose our housing. Good job!” 

— Alexandra, student at San Francisco City College 


“la tirania corta la cabeza que canta, pero la voz 
en el fondo del pozo vuelve a los manantiales 
secretos de la tierra y desda !a oscuridad 

sube por la boca del pueblo.” 


“Tyranny cuts off the singer’s head, 

but the voice from the bottom of the well 

returns to the secret springs of the earth 

and rises out of nowhere through the mouths of the peo 
lo Neruda 


ple.” 


On every corner of ali ever need convin 
these streets they'll that a ball park 
try and sell you is more important than 


things you will never where folks sleep. 
— Jen Smith, Mission poet 


gent.def.e.ca.tion n. [GENTRY + DEFECATION] 
1. The upper classes shitting on the lower classes by forcing them 


from their neighborhoods through a system of increased property val- 
ues. 2. The bleaching of a socially and ethnically diverse community. 
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Justice Means 
ALL OF US 


Sleepless Caste Systems 
by Michael Creedon 


On my fourth day and night 
Without sleep, not on drugs, 
I am beginning to sort out the 

multi-plex minimal layers of humanity. 

My conclusion is: 

They should all blend together 

But everyone insists they’re separate, 
“higher’’ and “lower” than one another, 
while I further conclude, sleepless four days, 
I’m still sane enough 

to know people with jobs above $10 an hour 
are not better people than people earning 
less, nor are they worse than people earning 
more, nor slaves and busboys 

to millionaires and beauty queens 

while it’s true that call girls 

making $500 a trick from fine apartments 
have it better (have it better, not are better) 
than $20 crack hookers 

who are still much sought-after 

on MacArthur Boulevard. 

But when it comes to name-calling 

And judgmental caste systems, 

The homeless, God’s people,’ 

Are judged the lowest of the low, 

Though not a single fly be harmed by them. 
Why are the homeless God’s people? Because 
Almost no one else gives a damn about them. 
Next I will explain Phenomenology — 

Which I really can’t explain right now — 
‘Cuz first, mama, I must sleep 

Lest I join the bottom-social-rung rank 

Of those lower-in-their-bleariness 
Than India’s untouchables — 

the weenie ill and homeless Bi? 


by Michael Creedon 
Here I am wearing 

my best ski pajamas, 
peat: open-mindedly at 


ss f are ask for money: 

being homeless helps 

the SSI check last. 

They say I’m schizophrenic. 
I got no thoughts 

about that. 


But it’s nota road I would dance for myself 
If I had any choice. So 
| I must sleep. 


ISTREET SCREAMER 


| by Julia Vinograd 


They say an honest man 
can always get a job 
and say we want to be 
the way that we are. 
They say, they say 

so many things 

I’ve forgotten 

what they are. 


| It’s not the still small voice 

in the center of the whirlwind. 

But in the center of a lost mad scream . 

| that never ends 

from a street crazy so far down 

he’s a pretzel with his dirty bare feet 
kicking his tonsils down his throat. 

In the center of a wailing scream 

that makes bricks bleed and brings cops. 
In the center of a street scream 

there’s a quiet little house 

and I live there. 

There’s a dish of apples on the windowsill 
and a white cat asleep:on the front steps. 
For a second I could almost reach out 
and open the door.: ' 

I know it’s never locked. 

Then the scream swallows the house again 
and the crazy oe down the: street. 
Lost. Inside out. PgR 8 ees 

Does he live there 400? ; 

Do we all live in that ph ‘of peace 

and can’t reach it? - 

Is that why he serdanis? 


EMPATHY 
by Claire J. Baker 


Many of us secretly toast 
street strugglers who 
don’t give up... 
But our “toasting wine” 
‘guiped at the bar-end of © 
their tough luck can run ~ 
down-and-out'‘at so many © 
harsh: scenes deprivation. 
“Yet, may we always dive. back 
into the. cellar. of empathy, 


y pull out the squeaky cork, 
; ty out our oe 


Join the Ladder of Growth 
by Lynda Cobden — 


Can the gift last 365 days a ei | | 

Can the gift ease pain? 

Will it light the fire of eee 

and success for the vendor? » ee 
Will it provide a ladder of opportunity to climb?“ *- 
Can the gift renew the recipient again and again? 

A Street Spirit subscription can arrive 

in the mail twelve times a year. 

We can take an opportunity to raise the 

gross national product of human kindness. 


lanes-who pass: me-by. -}- 


| -| Death, a day in the sun free 
| From terror and hunger and. 


_ find another vintage bottle, _| | Are collapsing to wrath of 


No Fun 
by Michael Creedon 


One more night 
| And no one left to panhandle 
On Shattuck Avenue, 
In one of whose doorways 
I’m going to sleep tonight, 
| Without a blanket, just my 
Slip-shank of a shik-shank 
Blue leather jacket, 
Facing off the cold. 
[’ll be lying on the stone cold sidewalk 
Breathing steam and hugging myself til 
I leave fingerprints on my ribs 
Trying to stay warm. 


“One bourbon, one scotch, one beer,” 

‘The man says. That sounds fine to me. 

Build up a little fire in this frozen hulk 

Of flesh and bone, buffalo hunter, 

Horse gone dead in the winter in 

The snow. I’m lying against his carcass 

To stay warm, that’s what it seems like 
| As I start to drift off to sleep. 

It’s no fun living on the street. 

You just might wake up dead. 


Ebony Wood 
by Shirley Grant 


Trees were cut down, 

by the cruel, by the needy 

Chained to a ship and carried away 
just to be used by the greedy 


Art by Osha Neumann Chained, beaten and slain 


by the business at hand 

with profits from Ebony Wood 
Their branches were sold 

Their leaves scattered wide 

Just to bring more Ebony Wood 


Dense Cargo 
by Michael Creedon 


Gray sky coming down through my 
Skylight into my loft where I sit 
Typing the endless chronicles of the 
Street which parade through my 
Daily adventures out among 

The exciting avenues like 

Shattuck Telegraph Broadway 
Montgomery Mission & Market. 

I’m just a voyeur and a passer-through 
Who’s learning to care a little 

Bit more every day. 


Used for tools, used for labor 

no pleasure, just pain 

Théy worked thém» 

as hard as they could 

Now they’re warehoused in prisons 
to labor for those 

Who made slaves out of Ebony Wood 


When will it end 
this evil to man 
by men who are up to no good 
men who made slaves 

out of Ebony Wood 


| Dense cargo in my brain, 
Today I’m connecting with a tanker 
To load on $20, & I eat tonight. 
Imagine my joy, and knowing I will 
Repay the transfusion at first can- 

Do on the first of March. 

We’re good souls, almost, 

Here on earth but it just gets a little 
Thin sometimes & there’s simply not 
Enough to go around and then we beg 
Borrow and steal from one another 
Like Blue Meanies or evil demons or 
Hard-up frightened men and women 
In a corner facing down our ghosts. 


|| Without Meat and -.... 
Curse the Bread 
by Robert Stevens 


Only the rich and the insane are 
truly free, while the in-betweens carry 
the burdens of them both. 


Philosophy is best understood by _ 
the rich who have time to ponder . aa 


We can’t go on forever this 
Way; there’s got to be a layoff . 
From pain tedium and imminent 


and the rest of us provide the e 
with the sweat of our toiling, aS 
working toward the day 


‘Horrors of war or starvation or »-. contemplating 


Plague. Our immune systems toiling i in forgotten fiel ie eS 
-| An endless cycle of: ical is 
-glancing. over the shared wall: 

at each other, never crossing: 
that partition, because — 
those on their side of the wall. .. 
are no longer as good.as us: 

-:| on this side. ~ : 


Incoming fire from gods:and man. <: «| 
Say buddy can you spare me a dime?..»}. : 


I have read the words of Solomon, 
| surer now that my words are not new; 
in fact I am certain 

that even my thoughts 

are not original, but | 

that does not matter; the world 

will always have room enough 

for another 

self-proclaimed 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso | ‘| Socrates. 


A long time ago ‘cross.a stormy sea __|. 


the ways which Man should Hye, i 


» 
piano aatencsla ePrice ED 


when we can soften in the sunshine, a a 


| the thoughts of those. others : - EE 
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by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


I am Love Supreme, of everyone I claim. 


The rich and famous — and those of no name — I dog ‘em all the same. 


I call and they come crawling to me on all fours 
Death and Pain’s my front and back doors 


Cuz Cocaine is my Name, and I pop a cold game. 
Got no time for formality — when you rush to my rush of immortality 


from a figment of lost reality — 


Flowing from the mountains of Columbia or Peru — 


on the Reagan Express — from CIA to you! 


The things that ’ll do to you will take all the shame from you 
Till all you got coming is the blame for you. So whatcha gonna do? _ 
Cuz I have proved myself, Created millions and improved the game 


Dead gangstas line my Hall of Fool’s Fame 


Come try play around my turf and suffer the terrible effects of My Murph 
Like a mad hatter chasing a ghost in my marathon — till your loot is gone 
in my Death-dealing traps set up in your mind by my psychology — 
bending ya to my methodology. The world acknowledges my terminology 


- So doubt me and the things about me 
will waste you when my power tastes you 


_ Make ya kill your brother or clown him into a Sad Sack, | 

Dis’ your sisters to the gang bang and down ‘em to the dog track 
Cocaine is my Name of ill fame, coming at cha with a cold game. 

I'll starve your children to feed my greed, cuz I’ll refuse all your other needs 


I'll pluck your nerves, and make you bow to me, 
Cuz I must be served, nothing else but me. 


Cuz I’m your mother and father, daughter and son, 
Your sunrise desire and sunset, when the rush is done. 
You’ll wake up in the morning from your dreams of me. 
And before your eyes are open, you will think of me. 
Your desire to possess me, will possess you. 
And when I’m beyond your possession, what’s left is no longer you! 
Cause I’ve got millions of lovers, craving me. 

Figments of their imaginations enslaved by me 

on death’s merry go round — that comes crashing down 
In my tragicomedy — when you discover that your soul’s my fee 
You pay me — you see? With all your life’s energy 


In a bone yard ghetto — That don’t have to be! 
If you stop your tribute to me 


Cuz I am Cocaine, of ill fame, and I run your cold game. 
I am Death and Destruction — so listen to life’s instruction about me. 


Don’t come trying your luck with me 
Cuz wise men don’t come and try n’ fuck with me! 


All my followers are dead or dying — children lost and mothers crying 


I am Prince of Thieves, Master of Whores, 
Mind Bandit — any man’s Lost Cause 


| My Name is Fire raging through the hood, burning souls 


Leaving your neglected and traumatized children 
To pay the price of my toll 


Or with the dishonor of your body, and then your heart 


That fails ya when the going gets tough ya see? » 
Or a stroke to croak ya and earth to cloak ya 
when you’ve had too much of me 


Cuz Cocaine is my Name of ill fame; I run a cold game. 
I am the Widow Maker — Undertaker of all Ice Men 
The Deadly Attacker-Body Snatcher when you peek in 


My parlors with your tribute dollars 


Fools who pay me and then say slay me on the altar of my Ice — | 


Or say play me — for the essence of his life 


My name is Cocaine, of ill fame, and I run a cold game. 


Cocaine! 


STREET SPIRIT 


by Michael Creedon 


Listening to Bob Dylan singing “Brownsville Girl’ — 

With the rain splattering on the skylight, cozy and warm in here, 

Is better than two hours ago on the street in Berkeley in the pouring rain with the 
Unsheltered homeless to whom I could give nothing but my self because I was broke. 
That can make me feel bad though I’ve learned not to let it because I have to survive too. 


On the 7 a.m. morning of New Year’s Day 


One New Year in the early Eighties, in Porterville, California, 

I was on the street, just ousted by my sanity from the bad-vibes junky-vibes 
Porterville Hotel, you know it, right on the main drag, 

And me, I needed a drink — you might have needed food, but I needed a drink. 
And I found an open but full can of Budweiser on the sidewalk by a parking meter. 
It seemed like a miracle to me. It might’ve had piss in it, 

But I drank it down as fast as I could, three long gulps or so, and it was beer, 

And it put me right for just long enough to use the quarter I’d stolen from 

The guy with the room I was staying in at the Porterville Hotel — I don’t recommend it 
Who let me stay there because I was homeless, having been just kicked out of 

An alcoholic recovery home for generally inappropriate behavior, like, I got drunk. 
I used the quarter to call my Great-Aunt and Benefactress Bonnie 

Who came and got me, and on the way we stopped at Lucky’s Market 

And I ran inside and stole a pint of vodka to continue drinking with. 


There’s no Great-Aunt Bonnie now. She was my bestest friend. 

There’s just Bob Dylan and me. If I go back on the street again, there won’t be 
Any can of beer or quarter miracles for me. This horse has run its race. 

I can’t play that game no more, couldn’t play it then, can’t play it now. 

Aunt Bonnie is gone, and sometimes I think I’m just fading away. 


It takes a lot to get up in the morning, 
Just me and Bob Dylan. 


Used To It 
by Michael Creedon 


Young man sleeping in concrete doorway, 


Wrapped in filthy, ocher, ratted-out curtains, 

Red and abraded knobby wrist sticking out exposed, 
Face and head hidden by folds of Turin shroud — 
I saw it in Haight-Ashbury in the Sixties 

And see it over and over again here now 

In Berkeley-Oakland-SF dirty sleep-train of 2001, 
See it in the a.m. on the way out and 

See it in the p.m. on my way to safe cozy home. 


I’ve slept like that a few times, once or twice, 
But knocked-out-robbed and/or drunk, never on a 


Nightly basis without contusion of alcohol or violence 


To shield me from the glare of others’ eyes, 


Fellow-human eyes, though staring at the sleeper like © 


That somehow takes out the “fellow” and “human,” 
leaving “cold” and “hard.” 

Who’s to blame? I learned not to fathom 

Depths like “blame.” I’ve heard it said, 

“They live like that because it’s comfortable 

for them; despite their whining, they 

wouldn’t have it any other way.” 

Yeah, right. Maybe they just get used to it. 


Well, let’s see, the rates on my phone card 


| Keep going up and down, and I can never | 


Figure out why. Certain misrepresentations 
Appear in the advertising. Why don’t I just get a 
Telephone, my more conventional friends ask. 

I owe the phone company $3,000 for phone sex calls 
made in blackouts. I just got used to it. 


Young man sleeping in concrete doorway, 
Sleeping-in perhaps today, Wednesday, 

As streams of 8 a.m. people hurry past 

To reach their bus or train or office or plot 
On time. I hurry right along with them, 
Not wanting to miss anything, 

Hoping to get paid whether I work or not, 
One of the rest of them, and of the rest 

Of the young and old men and women 
Sleeping in doorways. 


Wie and Bob Dylan 
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Get Rid of the Guns 
by Shirley Grant 


Maybe it’s the parents 
Maybe it’s the Man 
Maybe it’s the movies 
Maybe it’s the Plan 
Maybe it’s the schools 
Maybe it’s the clothes 
Maybe it’s the videos 
Maybe it’s the woes 
Maybe it’s the preachers 
Maybe it’s the psychics 
Maybe it’s the President 
Maybe it’s the dykes 
Maybe it’s the culture 
Maybe it’s the leers 
Maybe it’s the desperation 
| Maybe it’s the queers 
Maybe it’s the meth 
Maybe it’s the crack 
Maybe it’s the immigrants 
Maybe it’s the Blacks 
Maybe it is AIDS 

Maybe it’s the news 
Maybe it’s the gangs 
Maybe it’s the blues 
Maybe it’s divorce 

Maybe it’s single moms 
Maybe it’s the poor 
Maybe it’s the Bombs 
Maybe it’s the elephant 
Maybe it’s the donkey 
Maybe it’s the moderate 
Maybe it’s the honky 
Maybe it’s the homeless 
Maybe it’s the wine 
Maybe it’s the deaf 
Maybe it’s the blind 

But I know one thing 

and maybe only one 

If you want to stop the shootings 
Get rid of the guns 


en 
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STREET SPIRIT 


Disabilities or Different Abilities? 


I was sent to a spe- 

cial developmental 

preschool. I repeated 
kindergarten twice. 


seeks 


Other children 
scorned me and 
called me retard. 
Through the tears I 
worked with mom 
and dad every night. 


oRoR ERE 


she made songs up 
for each letter in the 
alphabet I could 
learn them. 


chr E RR 


Every letter of the 
alphabet became a 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso special song for me. 


George’s Magna Cum Laude 
by Lynda Cobden 
One psychologist and two psychiatrists said I was 
retarded with an IQ of 43. 1 received my label early. 


I did not speak until I was five years old 
but Einstein had a speech delay too. 


I was sent to a special developmental preschool 
and repeated kindergarten twice. 


dhada speech impediment, ceri oot} ak ors WW i 4 


_and other children scorned-me and_- 


my stinging tears were frequent. 
They called me retard and I walked away. 


Through the tears I worked 
with mom and dad every night. 

They insisted and I was accepted to a regular classroom. 
Mom learned that if she made songs up for each letter 
in the alphabet I could learn them, so every letter 

of the alphabet became a special song for me. 


When she and dad were so.scared I would _ 
disappear mom inyented a song about my address. 


| and we sang it every day and night for a month 


until I could tell anyone. 


I used finger math to learn my numbers and it worked. 
I had to read sentences over several times to understand 
them but we persevered. 


‘He worked and worked 

and graduated from high school one year early 
and completed a math degree at the University 
with a magna cum laude, for course work in 


analytical geometry, calculus, and differential equations. 


I will go on for my masters and doctorate degrees. 


Yes, there are learning differences 


but people are more complex than any label that any one 


might try to brand on another. 


| Berkeley Plantings 


I am not stupid he said. I will show them I am not stupid. 


Priscilla’s Light 

by Lynda Cobden 

Priscilla held the bowling ball steadily 
upright. She poised her body. 

Muscles were taut. 

She prepared to release the ball. 

She was wrapped in resolve. 

She released the bowling ball and she 
is a stellar success. _ 

She was born with down’s syndrome. 
She acquired the I-can-do-it attitude. 
Her family school and church nurtured her. 
Achievement would be her watchword. 


“+ No label was going to throw dirt 


on the light bulb of her life, 
talents, skills and personhood. 
Her light shines radiantly. 
People treasure her glow. 


by Claire J. Baker 
In the ‘60s we took handicapped kids 


ona park outing; 
their arms were stunted, 


but they planted sapling pines, 
propping up the miniatures with 
their legs. We dug the holes; 
they broke up clods, foot-shoved 
earth around the little trees, 
pressed it down, pushed filled 
water jugs into place, then 
tipped them over on the roots. 


Today in Hearst Street-park 
evergreens reach tall where kids 
had planted, laughing, proud. 


Quality of Life 


by Lynda Cobden 


Ted earned $150,000 a year as Director of a 
very large prestigious bank department. 
A staff of 20 people reported to him. 

He had perks aplenty, and lots of 
superficial, required respect was given to him." 


Ve 5 19TH re 


He was the man, but he was a very hollow man. 
Some large intangible thing was missing from 
his life. He had lots of things but a craving for 
true meaning gnawed at him, and it was | 
missing deeply. It was missing daily. 


The travel, the glamour, the wardrobe, 
the new home, and the corner office were fun, yet 


nothing fulfilled his deep, spiritual, hollow emptiness. 
The fine meals and the shopping sprees were fun too, 
and a blessing, but always something was missing. 


‘His psychological pay check was minus $150,000. 
+9) He gave notice:and left and became a priest at age 50 
and taught religion to fifth graders on Saturdays. 
_ | Then he became a director of a homeless project. 
| Now he is the man! 

_ | He is a man that he himself is proud of. 
| He is genuinely respected now. 
_ | His character and life are blooming. 

| He is building solutions in community. 
Now he is the man! 


Mom learned that if 7 
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Street Persom 
by Bob Randolph 

I look in windows in the streets 4 
to wonder who I am | 
and where along these streets I am. 

My collar is at a funny angle 

My beret invites a ragged black man > 
sitting on a bench to say “Hi, Frenchman,” 
with his jaunty air and great wide smile, 
showing all his teeth in a merriment 

I can hardly understand 


young girls — looking tense =. 
and hiding worries underneath their style : 


I pass another in the streets, i 
walking quickly with his fancy suit 
and necktie all just so but looking down, a 
not seeing what’s around. 
lost in thought | (| 
Why did things happen as they did today? . iy 


old woman in gray 

thin face, thick glasses 

no thought of time 

watching only the traffic light — on her street. 


My treasures, mementos, and love letters ; 
are in the streets with me 

just as my rocking chair, my dreams, 

the three-way lamp, my kitchen and its contents, 
my dreams, my losses, are with me in these streets. 
The king-sized bed, the pictures on the walls. i 
The long upholstered couch. 
My bank accounts the balanced statements .....) 
mytaxreturns | no | 
your tax returns 
your kisses in the night 
my semen given you so many times. 4 
All these are here along these streets 


I did not choose but find them all too dear to lose 
as though they tell me who I am 

along these streets 

that once were never here, 

before our days just now F 
as all of us look in windows to see ~ who we are , 
along these streets _ 

the forceps the doctor used to: give me Spi” 

the headstones along the cemetary wall 

the loved ones 

the dear ones 

I’d give myself to see here in the streets again 

just one more time — again 


all on these streets that wonder who we are — the 
morning smiles the bedtime laughter 

the titillating of tongue with tongue 

the grip of love that makes us one, the two-backed beast 
all stored away in memory here in the streets 


| My neighbor’s great pointed house, 


its five bedrooms anditsbaths = ay | 
his swimming pool, the Spa in back, all in the street — — 
along with me 

along with us 

the nameless streets 

of time and breath and heartbeat, 

from so long ago when still my face 

was fresh and smooth not grizzled gray as now it is 
along these streets 

all this 

all this 

the wealth 

the pride 

the greed 

the working overtime 

down payments 

credit lines 


all these are strung out on these streets 

where time has never lost a step 

where space seems narrow in the light 

or in the dark 

the rain 

the yellow dawn 

the blood-red dusk 

to be alone yet not alone 

near others wandering by the windows of our world 
and should it be somehow we meet 

here by these windows on the street 

we can look upon our reflections in the glass 
and smile ae 
and turn a moment award each other 

and hold our hands 


together 


on these streets for just that moment — 
lost in time — along these streets 
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COLORED 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


When I was a child, i was called a Colored Child. 
Colored coffee, colored brown, colored “colored” 
Colored... Into a separation called “Segregation” 


Colored with drabness and poverty... 

Colored red from the blood of Africa’s soul 

splattered across the Atlantic slain 

And colored the Sunset of a slave’s day... 
Defamed... to Sleeping in the afterbirth of its pain. 

When I became Black, it wasn’t a color 

but a resurrection — 


Its color was tarnished by my dependence, 


The angry voice inside, muted by my own ignorance, 
the legacy of “peculiar’’ institutions Colored White 
Colored with Clairol and blondness. 
Colored with fear. Colored with injustice. 


Colored hopeless, colored “Blue” by the Coloring Man. 


Colored “Colored” while I tried to erase color with 

the Glitter and gold and silver colors of wealth, 
Mr. Green Man, or by becoming colorless with 
Cloroxed dreams and gods who haunt the color 
of my prayers 

Hopes I aspire... 

Lost in a black nightmare called the ghetto 
Colored hopeless into the maze — colored by daze 


Colored rage, colored with blood dripping down 
the clouds of everyday 


to color with day glow; drab, institutional gray days 
Colored with funerals and too many litanies of 
Amazing Grace.. i 

How disheartening the sound mingled with the smell 

‘of formaldehyde and dead teenaged roses, 

Dripping silently as red tears down the 

bloodless faces in the colorless rain... 

to Never have lived and yet to die, in the colors’ game 


Where there’s no claim, just month to month, 
or day to day 

There’s no feast where Ravens prey, 
colored colored in the coloring game, 

with no fathers that will claim 
the Black chijdren v who. die, i ino the co lors’ Ba 
Where the dead just don’t die, ‘they ant 
Colored, colored, colored, 

Colored by no opportunity, . 
Colored by hate for you and me. Colored by | 

the echoes of the flood of white cries, Nigger Die! _ 


few ot font 


by Husayn Sayfaddiyh i. . 


of Death’s head, We Icom | ‘the wo rid ofthe 
Welcome to the world... ‘with a Death Date. 


There is no blindfold on American Justice’s eyes 
Her scales are unbalanced and her verdict is a Lie 
So now Mumia is on Death Row... about to die 


Mumia Abu Jamal paces the Devil’s Death Cell 


another Black man born to lose... born to lose 


who demand his life for white restitution 


on the people you’ll meet... 
COUNTS DOWN on believing in other human beings... 


Mumia Abu Jamal 
Not only you, but your children too... 


Count down to Life... and not to Death 
Let Mumia Abu Jamal breathe freedom’s breath 


GET down MAJ Countdown to Free MAJ! 

Count down to Life... and not to Death 
Let Mumia Abu Jamal breathe freedom’s breath — 
Countdown to Free MAJ Free! MAJ! 


Welcome to the world... ae to the ro, 2 _of the undead eee 


Death Row in inmate.z, 


~ Counting down fo a timeless eternity. . wi ere time i is both friend and the enemy... 
Count down to a “No Tomorrow”... Counting down on time from which you can’t borrow. 


Count down on the City of Unbrotherly Love, on cracked Liberty Bells 


Dying for a cause he did not choose, Lynched by a law with triple rales, 


First they lynched Nat, then Malcolm, and then the King 
and now Mumia is about to swing, a victim of an American genocidal plot 

that sings, “let freedom ring” on a freedom you ain’t got 

Count Down from Death Row, poor man’s field where poppies grow, 

Mumia’s life in an ill wind blows framed by the police and the prosecution 


But how much time do you have brother? On the clock that’s winding down? 
The clock of life that ticks away and never makes a sound... Count down without sound, 
as the masquerade known as Justice counts down... on the meals you eat... 


counts down... on life, counts down on your dreams 


Count down to free Mumia Abu Jamal — Get down and free 
Today it’s Abu, tomorrow it’s you 


To be caught up in a trap, that’s disguised as honor and glory, the devil’s paradise 


Countdown to Free MAJ Get down and Free MAJ! 
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Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


In Blues or Jazz rhythms syncopating, Nigger Cry! 
Colored Black, from the cries torn from my 

mother’s lips when she bore me into the coloring game, 
colored with no name. 

Colored, Colored, Colored... Colored with dreams 
That seem to whisper I have colored my self before, 
but in the colors of their choosin’. 

But my coloring book don’t have me losin’! 

Colored with Blackness 


and the Beauty of our Ancient Past, 2% 


We eee t6 Breet our Destiny: filiw med easy Ag 
colored by our will, we won’t be last! oi 7 


Colored Hope! Colored Free! 
Colored by me! 


Wie Gon’ BE FREE 


It seems that your definition 


But Tm a believer — I believe — 
oy Like the birds who fly av. 
We gon? * be free brothers and sister.’ 
We gon’ be free! Like the birds 
Tweetin’ on me — freedom’s song. We gon’ be free! 
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DRUM MAJOR 

by Husayn Sayfuddiyn | 

We’re looking for The Drum Major— 

someone we will know. eos 
The Drum Major who will lead us, 

Thru the pitfalls white with Snow. 
Are You the One? 


Are you the one? Are you the one? 
Is he the one? Is she the one? Are you the one? 
A Drum Major to lead us thru the night 
A leaderless band, mis-stepping—to silence— 
With no drum beating, and no high stepping 
Drum Major to guide us thru the violence. 
Are you the One? Are you the one? 


What a parade we make, wandering blindly in 
the night, 

A band whose drums are silent and whose 
bugles blare with no martial air, and whose 
steps are measured by their cries of despair. 
Are you the one? Are you the one? 

Where is the Drum Major? Where? 

With no Drum Major, there’s no pride within. 
A family with no father — A fruit with no seed, 
A mountain with no top, or a heart with no need. 
Where is the Drum Major that leads the way 
towards the brighter tomorrows 

Of Yesterday : 


Where is the Drum NEUE HAGE 
Where is the Déutii Major vi aoe a 


whirls and scatters away the night? 
Are you the one? Are you the one? . 
Are you the one? 


The masquerade ienowii as J ustice counts down — 
on the meals you eat, on the people you’ll meet | 
‘counts seme on life, counts down: ‘ont seth ran : 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 

We gon’ be free! We gon’ be free! We gon’ be free! We gon’ be free! 
But ya’ won’t be seeing it — until ya’ believe in it 

Can’t take the time that they’ve defined _to liberate me! 


eliminates me! 


Your plan, Mr. White Man, is to incriminate me 
Black pacification—to protect your Apartheid nation from a Black i invasion | 
but we don’t want to get in, but get out! 
Getting away from you is what freedom is all about. 


So Brothers and Sisters, we gon’ be Free! We gon’ be free! 
Never look at freedom as if it’s your possession, 
programmed into your brain, again and again, 
Repetition, until you’re believing it! Mimes & Parrots of its bullshit, 
Like a cat on a hot tin roof, looking for the shade. 
Can’t find ya’ none, so you cop to his Daze, or Rave 
the madman’s chatter — or by climbing up his ladder — to the stars, 
Seeking you a freedom — that never was. 
But Brothers and Sisters, we gon’ be free! Like the birds 
who fly away, to a,brighter day. 


As soon as:you, discover that you are (you. see?) 
‘ your-own freedom’s worst enemy. 


But No; ya” ‘won’t be seeing it — until ya’ believe in it — 


emaadnd & wee 


gon’ be free! 
. to their brighter day 
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one 


Where is the Drum Major, whose baton 


a 


Se 4 


by. Michael Creedon 


¥’m blocked off from the middle, 
And the sides are too high. 

. My best girl keeps betraying me. 
-'There’s.a:new ghetto:mural 

‘On the alley wall,and _ , 
‘The-old man’s pigeon coops have all. . 
Fallen down and gone to-hell.. _ 

i don’t know a'soul in-fhe,, ..n9. o<- 
Neighborhood but the Arabin the 
Corner store seems to-dislike me. 
Already and I just got here. I had to . 
Leave where I was before, 

Sleeping under the freeway. 

The fire department came through 
One day, dumped my blanket and 
An old shirt I kept stashed for 
Emergencies. Now, it’s all about 
What you see is what you get. 


What would taste good now would be 
A nice cold beer, of course. I can tell 
It’s dinnertime: I’m hungry, angry, 
Lonely, and tired. I quit going 

To AA — wasn’t fitting in, despite 
The free coffee (.35 actually.) 

My new block here looks promising. 


-by Julia Vinograd 


He’s sitting outside the café. 

He just got out of jail and 

he’s gently yanking people’s chains, 
them smiling, shrugging and 

when. they just glower and pass on 
‘he gets all excited. 

“My god, that guy didn’t kill me, 
or the one:-before him, 

none of them even stomped me, 
how long.can I get away with this?” 
He’s young with curly black hair 
and he won’t believe he’s really 
out of jail till he’s played chicken 
with the whole world. 

One of the café workers tells him | 


and doesn’t look at him. 

He buys a cup but doesn’t touch it 
and goes back to poking at people. 
He’s not exactly looking for a fight 
but will they jump? or will they 
jump him? Are his only choices. 
Alli he remembers now. 

He can’t get back to before. 

He’s still in jail. 


LA 
ee: 
Ried 
i ww Fa 
\ SBF oe pe 
‘: be Sons - “a & 3° i 


‘|: In the store smiled at me. I was a 


| In the game. 


he has to buy coffee to sit there... .| ‘Eating’ bennies & seeing things: 


“") Needing to be around girls again. 


I got run off Shattuck for 
Drunk in Public so now I’m over here 
At 40th and Broadway; maybe my 

- Luck will change. The Latino chick 


‘Penny short on my King Cobra 

- Earlier and she let it slide. ; 

‘Hard to imagine anybody smiling 
At me lately. They say your luck will, ._ 

SaWays! change though, if you stay in 

“The game. Here’s hoping. I’m still 


But I still wonder where Bob Dylan’s 
“Girl From The North Country” is 
Now ‘cuz she sure isn’t here. Still, that 
Latino chick... Ah, fantasies die hard. 


There was a movie I saw where the 
Star was blocked off from the middle 
And trapped in at the sides, 

And his best friends were 

His worst enemies 

And his girl kept betraying him, 

And there was no way to go 

But up 

And he kept going down. 

It seemed a lot like now. 


The Road Taken 
by Michael Creedon 


I could do myself a favor, 
I could give myself a break. 
I could take an easy rider 
No risks to take. 

F could play a straight deal, 
Not hit the middle, no fake. 
I could go to Nicaragua 
Take terror straight. 


I never have. Never has been one. 
Tremember riding on a bus when 

I was 19 with a bunch of other 

Guys, college students & Mexicans, to 
Go pick lemons. That was all right. 
We did that for a week & then 

I hopped a freight for San Francisco 


I can’t go back there now:!! *' 
I look for those people in this life but 
They are gone. I want them back. 
| Where is Senta, where is Andrea? 
I want to talk to Sue Urmston. 
I never got to know Kathy Vosper. 
My gloves feel cold now. 
I am alone. 


Art by Christopher Trian from Blues For All Of Us by Julia Vinograd 
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House of Shame 
by Loyd Skiles 

Break’n out the box 

Baby, mud’s your name 


But your sword’s lightnin’ electric 
In the House of Shame 


Hostile takeover’s 
A seditious game 

Tell the Wall Street traders 
This is the House of Shame 


Ancient are the taboos 
And the caves from which they came 
That welcome the perfect stranger 

To the House of Shame 


Murder that guitar 
Let’em place the blame 
On a falling star 

In the House of Shame 


Marry the maiden 
Say it’s all the same 

But they call the lady Lucifer 
In the House of Shame 
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Crying Lessons 
by Robert Stevens 


The survivors try to convince you 
that your mother loved you, but 
they sound like a nymphomaniac 
consoling her impotent lover: 

their words are heartfelt, but false: 
“She was drunk... she didn’t mean 
it when... deep down inside, 

she loved...” 


And so you never had any children, 

to spare them the pain you knew so well, 
and you never got too close to the flame 
of love, because the warmth that soothed 
could also burn, and you sneered at 
peace like a warmonger, the love of the 
battle still searing your veins. 


But now you fear the gentle touch 

of death as you begin to realize that 
the people who finally fled your 
emotional killing fields were the ones 
who really did love you, and the mother 
who tormented your days and your 
dreams didn’t give a rat’s ass about 
excuses or final respects even when she 


ones who leié the deepest scars only 
wanted to be forgiven. 


was alive — the lovers, the mothers, the | 
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Walking Around 
Without Yeiling 


by Michael Creedon 


I’ve been uptown 

And I’ve been downtown too 
I’ve known bondage 

I’ve been in the rough lasso 
But nothing gets me down 
Like all this traveling around 
On my feet 

With nothing to eat. 


I went to Hollywood 

And walked the Boulevard 
When it was 3 a.m. 

The cops took me in 

For wearing a black jacket 
And black tennis shoes 
They tried to send me up for 
Breaking and Entering. 


When nighttime comes 

Like it always does 

I like to sleep in a 

big round concrete pipe 

Where I light a little fire 

Read a little book on Schopenhauer 
And nibble a banana til I go to sleep. 
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by Gloria M. Rodriguez 


It matters not how deep my weeping 
No tears are seen 

No sound heard 

No feelings shared 

No emotions bared 


Just weeping 
weeping 

That could be heard 
if there were one 

But how absurd 


Standing alone 
a hollow shadow cast 
upon sacred ground 
of the past 


There is no meaning 
just silent weeping 
There is no caring 
no need for sharing 


Words 
now just noise 
Desire still to care 
to share 


But it matters not how deep my feeling 
how deep my caring 
there is no one there for sharing 


i a italia Maem ooe Se sh berate 


| 
: 
: 


STREET SPIRIT 17 


pee ee 


Drawing by Ben Shahn, commissioned for 
the film “Ambassador Satchmo,” 1956. 


HORN ON THE STREET 
by Julia Vinograd 


“Four Piece Orchestra” by Ben Shahn. 
Tempera painting, 1944. 


The Trumpet’s Call 
by Loyd Skiles 


I say a day is coming 

A time to stand or fall 

When you will lift your eyes to see 

Your name upon a wall 

Shining like a thousand suns in a golden hall 
I say a day is coming when 

You'll hear the trumpet’s call 


I hear a lazy horn going thump in the afternoon 

around a corner. I can’t see the player. 

He could be a skinny. young kid _ 

pausing between each riff to field a conversation, a passed 
joint and a potential girl blinking her bellybutton at him. 

Or a fat old drunk using the melody 

to hold himself up cause his 3-legged stool’s wobbling. 

The horn goes thump, thumple thump and then stops. 

And the street isn’t waiting for it to start again. 

The guy playing 3-card moley makes the queen of spades sing 
in the crowd’s ears, but she’s not singing to the horn’s thumping 
she’s a working woman. : 
Sparechangers holding up scrawled cardboard screams 
listen only for the possible clunk of a quarter 

into their styrofoam cure: and the horn watches them wai ait 
Will it clink, will it inkle’a 
I never saw the player, he coil be long gone 
except the street got tangled in his horn. 

A long breath sucks up indignant pigeons from birdseed 

and blows them to the telephone wire, 

squack, thump and a lifted tail splats a new car. 

A passing crazy listens only to the invisible people he’s losing 
an argument with. They promised never to mention the names 
he’s screaming but so much for promises. 

People who aren’t there listening to a horn that isn’t playing 
while the crazy scratches his throat on silence. 

Music in the afternoon. Beautiful. 


STREET MUSICIAN 
by Julia Vinograd 


His scrawled cardboard sign said “I can’t lie! 
I need 12-foot-tall dancing monkeys!” 
He played a small bamboo flute with happy 
fingers and skinny elbows, swan clumsy, 
He had a cap out for money 
and was too young to vote. 
The streets were full of people 
walking their watches. 
I told him I liked his sign; 
I didn’t ask what it meant, he might’ve 
thought I was a tourist or something. 

| Are 12-foot-tall dancing monkeys 


E thejast hope of th the world? igoe B WOnd J nob | 
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With the lights ; going out and 
monsters brushing their teeth before dinner 
when we’re dinner 

this may be all we have left: 

a thin, shaggy-haired boy in a torn t-shirt 
lighting up a street corner 

with his 12-foot-tall dancing monkeys 

and that smile. 


I hear the pounding of the drums 
Like the engines of industry 
I see the bombers of the warriors flying over me 
You may hear a quiet voice 
Whisper stilland small | 
ae I swear a day is coming 

) a4} hear the — 
vow can see . the pole star 
when it is high noon 
But no one ever tells the cast-offs 
They should come back soon 
There’s a world of wonder waiting 
Unless you should fall 
And there’s a day coming when 
You’ll hear the trumpets call. 


GJOW call aged! sugar 


MORNING MUSIC 
by Julia Vinograd 


His long brown fingers 

push softness thru cracks in now 

like golden dandelions 

[hear quiet around the music pushing thru cracks in cement, 

even though there’s a cement mixer cracks the cement mixer prepares to poy over, 
grinding up the morning roaring. 

right across the street. Holes in the sidewalk. 

There’s grey in his hair, Holes in the air. 

he was here when, but he’s not playing when. | No particular tune. 


DARNCIKARAG MAN He plays a wooden recorder on the street. 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn I don’t hear music, 

Dance! Dancing Man to a song of Ghetto Blues 

with a mind filled with Dope... 

amidst the dazzle and neon lights in a world faint of Hope... 
Dance away the hazy hours in your enfeebled mind 

Hoping to find yourself someday somewhere along the line... 
Dance! Dancing Man... But Dance without your heart 

for it was stolen somewhere long ago while Dancing in the Dark 
Dance! Dancing Man! Dance! To tunes you do not call 

and when Tomorrow comes you won’t remember them at all 
There comes and goes new melodies blaring into an endless night 
dancing down Life’s Avenues with your grave’s epitaph in sight 
So you dance around your gravestone before you stumble in 
leaving just the tear-streaked faces of your next of kin 

So Dance on, Dancing Man! Boogaloo away your grief 
Around the womb of the earthen tomb you feel is your only relief 
Or dance away the fears that say, your Time was much too brief 
So Dance! Dancing Man, around your Cadillac car 

and on down the street with agile feet into some crowded bar 
where costumed whores and sneak thieves galore 

compete to win the floor... Dance! away the memories... 

Dance away the Night... Dance away your fears that say 
Tomorrow will not be bright... So Dance! 

Like BoJangles, Dance to the Tambourine Man’s jingle ae 
Dance! tho’ your feet get tangled, 

Dance until your eyes are star spangled... 

Dance! Dancing Man... Dance... Dance Away your cares... 
Dance with a summer’s breeze, blowing through your hair... 


Biues Eor All Of Us 


hangs over the bed like colored balloons 
shrinking as the air goes out 
as we shrink away. 
Lost chance blues. Hurt by a glance, 
pretend not to see. 
You don’t know me. 
We were all notes in a song that’s gone away 
leaving only the blues. 
I don’t know you. I don’t know that 
song where everyone dances, 
a string of paper dolls 
warming the sun. Safe and warm. 
aro area do, is connect the blues like dots, 
, tear smudges drawing us close. 
Don’t turn away, I know it aches and burns. 
“I sing initials in tree trunks 
that broke their carved hearts 


by Julia Vinograd 


I sing the what went wrong song, 

the hurting certain blurting blues 

for everyone I meet, 

strangers on the street 

don’t talk to strangers. 

Rage in cages worn like clean clothes, 
no way out. 

I sing, I shout 

every name in the phone book, 
don’t look away. 

Faceless crowds have faces, 
everyone has a story and a eae 
of what went wrong. nig bavere 3 
We live in lonely with the rent due, 

you don’t know me. 

I don’t know you. 


Dance in step to the sky that wept its hot and silver tears... 

that fall upon your dancing floor that turns beneath the moon 
Alone to Dance... without Romance... to Love’s alluring tunes 
around Fate’s Granite Rune... until Death plays Your Tune... 
So Dance! Dancing Man... dance... 


Shadow armies do target practice with our 
smiles behind miles of barbed wire. 

The moon’s a flat tire, 

can’t drive to safe and warm. 
Blues for everything left unsaid 


and put out flowers 

and every flower is a face. 

I sing the blues for all of us, 

it’s all I have, 

all we have left of that first song. 


ag 


‘Winged Words |-~._ 


|. and presented it, saying excuse me, 


exercise in wanton beauty, 
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| Discoverer 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


Dream on in some wasteland 

a torrid, fictional world 
where you capture the hearts of beautiful lovers, 
and discover a huge black pearl... 


Dream on and in your dreaming be 
the greatest that can be, 

yet when you return you will only find 
your dream’s unreality... 


Open your eyes to this ghetto where 
the walls are broken hearts 
Where up and down its crooked streets 

words pierce like poison darts... 


Where mothers cuddle their children 
who grow to fondle a gun 

then see them lurking in shadows 
to die or on the run... 


Run, Run, Ghetto Child tho’ your dreaming be 
of golden hopes, its reverie 
will haunt you desperately... 


by Lynda Cobden 
The poets question. 


Dream, dreamer, dream a dream 
which takes you to the past ~ 
to a timeless eternity 
although it will not last... 


When you return from skies pearl blue 
where forests are glowing green 

where lilies reign upon still ponds 
and roses cover you 

But you return to this dusky place 

just to discover you... 


Sometimes We Need 


Someone 

by Loyd Skiles 

Sometimes we need a place to run | 
And we got no place to go 
Sometimes we need a place to hide 
Where the pain don’t show 
Sometimes we even do those things 
We don’t want anyone.to know 
And other times we need someone 
To give us back our rainbow 


Something Startling 
by Will Walker 

something startling 

happéned 'todaya° poem tame tb you 
on the street. Not this poem. 
Another one, more like a red 
sunburst flower with a yellow center. 
It couldn’t remember its name, 
didn’t even know it was a flower 
standing in the white plastic pail 

on the street by the florist’s stand. 
An unseen hand picked it out 


Sometimes we got to just kick back 
Real quiet and real still 

Sometimes we take our nourishment 
From on top of the hill 

| Sometimes we got to just pretend | 
And go on with the show 

And other times we need someone ~ 
To give us back our rainbow 


I know you’re busy today, getting ; 
from here to there. There’s much to do, 
but I’ve been asked to give you 

this poem that’s now a flower. 

It’s asking very little, this poem, 
which is busy being the red sunburst 
flower with no name, so you 

take it in your hand, this silent 


Sometimes we got to take the time 
And let the heavens unfold 
Sometimes we got to just obey 
And do as we are told 

Sometimes we got all our aces 
Lined up in a row 

And other times, we need someone 
To give us back our rainbow 


and walk with it now for a moment 
more slowly down the street. 


La Casa de Poetry 


by Lynda Cobden 


The doctor poet writes of el corazon 
His madre and la familia. 

He is a doctor of the heart 

as well as medicine. 


They know who they are and 
for them I send 
a verbal pat on the back. 


In a primarily starched culture 
where verbal conversation must be 
drafted and footnoted 

about six times before final speech, 
here, there is freedom of speech. 


Another esteemed Berkeley poet 
takes us on flights of imagination 
with the brain food of philosophy, 
leaving us with thoughts to pursue 
and mentally digest. 

This is a humble man with 
shining spirituality and charisma. 
He shares generously, 

truly walking the walk 

and talking the talk. 

There are poetry team leaders and 
we bless them in our thoughts. 


Here all voices are heard 

and motivation is pure. 

Warmth and joy is celebrated 

and honesty is served with passion. 
Here opinions are allowed. 
Rejection is scorned. 

Poets are wanted. 

Poets are healers. 


Prophets and Poets Question 
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Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


We, out of thin air and invisible imagination 


see of our own making 


Sometimes it is a voice no one wants to hear. 

It will shake the status quo. 

Does ignorance mean others do not know? 

Once you begin thinking there is no turning back. 
The wounds are open for all to see. 

It’s not just about we and them. 
It’s we and we that equal the world universe. 

We celebrate one world for all. 


Acres of Choices 
by Michael Creedon 


In a glimpse of the night 

With its thousand aisles __ 
I see all our children’s faces" 
With their idiot, 

Unknowing smiles 

And I feel free and I feel afraid 
That the night won’t end 

And I’Il be taken in. 


When the ships set sail 

We were not informed 

Of the torments ahead, 

Of the dread, dead unborn 

in this monstrous labyrinth 
Whose every corridor contains 
A thousand books 
Pll never know. 


When the radio plays 

What will it say 

For me to hear, 

My soul to play 

On the lyre of Orpheus, 

Since unleashed, 

Like Santana in 1967, 

Hendrix in around then too, 
And Borges, for whom 

This is written too, 

Or will it speak 

At all? 

To steam into an iceberg 

In a foreign sea — 

An iceberg so oblique and cracked 
That it swallows the ship 

Which steams on down _ 

The endless rows, 

The pilot making endless choices— 
That is the height 

Of insanity. 

Seeing my way clear 

When there’s nothing left to see, 
When the Byrds sang, 

“Turn, turn, turn,” 

I raised my arms in ecstasy and 
Brandished them against the sky, 
Which again was filled with 
Avenues of choices, bringing me 
Down. I could not 

Let go then, I cannot 

Let go now. 


letters take shape as words. 


GRAFEYIFi 


by Mary Rudge 


We, out of thin air and invisible imagin 


see of our own making 
letters take shape as words. 


ation 


We, who. have compulsions to mark on stones 


tangible evidence of our existence, 


whose expressions of awe last as leap of line 


in the dark across cave walls, 


the dried clay fossil prints of our hands, 


amazed with self, and beyond self 
that remain in eternity 


as runes of mythic people carved in tree wood, 


poems, that flutter through time like banners, 


rolled like scrolls, painted on silk 
with brushes of fox hair, words 
we take out of thin air. 


Words cover sites.of earth’s power, .: | 


Karakorum, Delphi, Rome, countries 
that have disappeared, Persia, Assyria, 


the lost great ancient libraries of 
Alexandria, Atlantis. 


Reason, desire mixed in our cries 


crashed down from Babel, scattered, 


and unintelligible, multiple-languaged, - 


on building remnants 


held together by layers of spray paint, 


with taggers’ names, 
graffiti as layers of history 


| in meaning in debris of fallen walls, ,...< 


graffiti. 


| 


And paper, discovered and made, and | 
writing put on it, called up out of thin air 
and invisible imagination — this, which 


ancient Chinese called the skin of God, 
preserving even separate infinitesimal pieces 


to piece together at end of time’s Rosetta 


Stone of understanding. 


In the invisible whorl of the brain, 
from the neural system, spooled 


onto drift of disk after disk, invisible 


and unreadable by computer, after model. | 
after model of computer becomes obsolete, 


the babel of code and symbol 
awaits the future. 


This urge from within ourselves, 


to see ourselves written, and who dance 
to inscribe with leaps of faith dreams 


that once danced revert back to invisible, 


gather, with our bodies, sensations 
of air and space, that cadence 


| of letters, and sounds our feet 


on earth mark in triple meanings of tattoo, 
and our skin become art, we the message 


the carrier of the graffiti of God 
in our genes and cells 


and marked in our DNA, these messages, 


yes, we, who are all this, depend 


on some Rosetta Stone of the future, 


to reveal and transfer the disturbance of air 


into visible words, 
as paradise, when it is all 
translated into poetry again. 
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THIS GARDEN 


EARTH 


OUR COUNTRY 

by Julia Vinograd | 

People’s park lasted 30 years 

while the city ran it. 

Messy. Ants crawling on sunflower stalks. — 
Sleepy arguments. Our country. ; 

But the university just took over 

and all bets are off. 

Fear spreads. 

I talk to people with clenched faces who see 
bulldozers. flying overhead like vultures. 
Will they land and tear up the earth again? 
Will they rape and slash the rosebushes? 


Will squashed tomato vines scream for mercy? 


Will beer-blessed dandelions get buried alive 
under a parking garage? : 

A message on my answering machine 

said they might take away the free box 

and maybe even the stage 

and we’ve got to do something. 

I ran into a park gardener 


who said they weren’t cleaning public: toilets : 


and they’d sent a landscape planner 
to cut down living oak trees 

and we’ve got to do something. 

I’ve got a tree in Israel 

and my blood runs in it. 

Our blood runs in trees we planted 

in people’s park. — 

I remember gritty dirt on my hands 
and planting a green fuzzy twig 

as gently as tucking in a child 


to growtp big and’strong.’ IGVOS SBIO VW | | 


And the hot sun almost singing. 

I remember James Rector’s death, 

part of the shade the oak trees cast. 

We’ve got to do something. 

The university wants the park to be so ugly 


then 


New England 
Childhood 


by Joanna Bragen 


sand mountains 
we called them 
_the dunes 
shaped by | 


the direction , of the 1 wind. a Plas 
22381 F esse} } s 

the ocean so cole 

only a child 


would not notice 


my father was perfect 
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Spring Blossoms 
by Walter Liggett 


1. Big chirping contest, 
ten thousand sparrows, 
blue sky, blue water. 


2. Ten black crows debate’ 
why — the sky is blue — crows 
DEP eh HP NS Coe esnitioreog i 
3. pean for lovely « 

selfish — desires goodie. 

But does it reach God ? 


| 4. Cloud-cover morning, 
green April grass, leaves, hillsides. 
Pines and redwoods sway. 


by Lynda Cobden 


The fertile earth. 


The duck show entertains 
Guests on the veranda 


Eager ducks at the tidal flat. 


Peacock saunters by. 
God save the peacock! 


It’s great to be alive, 


Three Theaters 
by Janice King 


in four directions from 
Hyde and McAllister 


building: are brown. 


with paint 


It’s Great to Be Alive 


-| Midnight blue necked peacock proudly 
Struts his three foot train of feathers, 
Two inch black spiral plumage rises 
above its head while he struts then stops 
To sample moist insect offerings from 


Diner tosses garbanzo beans to the 


A waitress rounds the corner of the 
Veranda with a heavy tray of entrees 
| And nearly mumps out her skin as the 


Alas, a web foot seagull joined us 
Above a threadbare canvas canopy 
And they laughed in nervous surprise, 
Hoping the canvas will hold through 
Dinner’s duration. | 


Ducks forage in the mud flats for the. 
Evening meal and rippling, restful 
Waters blow with the fresh sea air. 
Day slips into bright starry night and 


To be alive, for it all starts there. 


white backdrops — two blocks down 


| across szeghScomabiteasatsr | 


| multishooting fountains, wet brick 
the toasted building toasted to char 
the dirty yellow buildings scoured 


up Leavenworth and beyond the bank 


no one wants it. 

Less concerts, maybe no free food. 
Lots of rumors. 

No one knows. For 30 years 


they’ve talked anon Adept to Aue Laie 


They never call it 

throwing out all the street people 
exactly. 

But it’s the 4th of July 

and I remember our first flag: 

a coiled rattlesnake 

and underneath the slogan 
‘Don’t Tread On Me.” 


having us dump the sand 
out of our shoes 

before getting in 

the green VW bug 


watching the dog 
run free © i ; 
chasing imaginary prey i 


I left my childhood there 

in the shore grass 

with the sign 

“keep out— shore birds snesdae? 


fresh air memories 
of vastness 
and sinking in 


5. Four mallards on pool, 
grass bank, blue April sky, © 
small white clouds float by. 


| Last Words 


by Lisa Levin 


You will leave like snow 
falling from the tallest tree 


of the forest... plummeting... 
sifted straight down 
making no sound 

pierced by sunlight. 


on Jones utility blanket browns 
wrapping people in doorways or 
on the street 


neighbor commits to color of neighbor 
star center a white with a wash of A 
gold, blue, and gray and gray green 


for law, business and granting of 
life Tee 


everywhere people eadeaear to travel 
to carry their frail merchandise 

of cut down necessity... 

to Street Harbor 


(for the late Matthew Kuykendall) 

by Lisa Levin 

He’s a man who changes the weather... 
bone-pointing man, walkabout man. 

Man who makes fire, man who calls hawks, 


| fox half sleeping. 
HE CARVES HIS STAFF FROM DRIFTWOOD. 


He’s a fisher man, a sinuous man. 
Cleverstone man, autonomous man. 
Man on the verge of a migraine. 
Bearded man. Hungry man in boots 
of soft, chewed skins. 


Tactile man. Tribal man. 
Tattoo man. Totem man. 


He’s a black belt man, biker man. 
Half breed man, bedroom man. 


THIS MAN IS DEFIANT. THIS MAN SERVES. 
THIS MAN HOLDS POWER IN HIS CAVE. 


HE’S A PATRIARCH WHO NAPS ANYWHERE. 
HE’S A REVELATION DRAGGING A DEEP TIDE. 


THIS MAN INVENTS. THIS MAN LEAPS TIME. 


WALKABOUT MAN 


He’s a wired man, a witnessing man. 
Man who hates schedules. - 
Man who hates fights. 


HE’S PRECISE, HE’S PRESCIENT. 
HE’S A PIRATE WITH A BOAT OF GOLD. 


This wolf-eyed man, devious man. 
Dynamite man, disciplined man. 


HE CAN BE A DONKEY. 
HE CAN BE DECEIVED. 


Hitchhiking man, hustling man. 
Dissonant man, whistling man. 

Man of the streets, man of the sheets. 
Man of the stars. 


THIS MAN UNEARTHS RELICS. 


THIS MAN SHARES HIS FOOD. 
THIS MAN STRUGGLES. 


He’s a headstrong man, henpecked man. 
Heartbroken man, hazardous man. 


MAN WHO HATES RISKS & TAKES THEM. 


HEALER WHO GOES TO THE SEA. 


He’s a brickwall man, bulletwound man. 
Haunted man, high-strung man. 


HE CAN CRY. HE CAN CURSE. 
HE CAN COOK. 


This soft spoken man. 

Susceptible man, man who keeps crystals. 
Man who keeps letters. 

Man who keeps going. 


HE KNOWS HOW TO WAIT. 
KNOWS HOW TO DREAM. 
KNOWS HOW TO REPLENISH HIMSELF. 


This foraging man, focusing man. 


Paranoid man, pilgrimage man. 


MONEY MAKES HIM NERVOUS. 
HE CAN ROAR. 


He’s a man forsaken, man obsessed. 
Man relentless. 

Pigheaded man trudging through rain. 
A Gypsy death can’t party with. 
Discerning man, questing man... 
HUNTER WHO KEEPS SECRETS. 
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. Subscribe to Street Spirit! 


| Street Spirit is published by the American Friends Service Committee. Homeless vendors receive 50 papers a day 
| for free, earn income and self-reliance, and educate the community about homeless issues and social justice. We accept 
i no advertising so as to maintain complete editorial independence. American Friends Service Committee shoulders the 
j entire printing costs of more than $3,000.00 each month to give our vendors a job providing a positive alternative to 

| panhandling. Please donate or subscribe to Street Spirit ! Help us remain an independent voice for justice! 


i , 
r Ienclose $25 for one year's subscription. 
February 2001 
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1! |Send Donations to: 

| | Street Spirit, AFSC 

1 |65 Ninth St. ° 
San Francisco, CA 94103-1401 
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